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SIR NEVIL .MACREADY,. G.C.M.G., “K.C.B. 


Who has been appointed to command the troops in Ireland, has had a distinguished military career as well as unique 
experience as Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police, and his remarkable powers of organisation, combined with 
judgment and tact, make him particularly suitable to deal with the difficult situation in Ireland 
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HOTEL DE LA PEROUSE, PARIS. 

EAREST,—Well, another Easter come and gone, 

and I hope you’ve had as good a time as I have. 

Told you, didn’t I, that I’d indulged in a mild 

double over the Lincolnshire. and National ?— 

and, wonder of wonders, it came off, dearest. Yes, my dear, 

Furious and Troytown. Almost too good to be true, isn’t it >— 

though it doesn’t, perhaps, come up to Eileen P., who backed 
the first, second, and third for the Lincolnshire. 


* * * 


onsequence is, darling, I’ve been over here for quite a few 
days now, and by the time you get this shall be down at 
Biarritz, in the Hétel du Palais, which, by all accounts, is pretty 
“ sumpshous,”’ and another of Daisy’s adjectives as well, I should 
imagine! It was the Villa Eugenie, you know, and has been 
converted, but there are still a good many traces of the Court of 
the Second Empire. Hope to get a few new ideas, darling, in the 
heavenly air and sunshine down there. 
* * * 


ot that we had so very much to 
complain of in England during 
March. Really the most lovely 
weather all through. The sort, you 
know, that makes the cheerful ones 
more cheerful, and even the pessi- 
mists as well, as it gives them a good 
excuse for. grousing about the snow 
and frost we shall probably have in 
May and June. 
* * * 

Still, something had to be done to 

shake off the horrible after- 
effects of ‘flu. Told you I’d been 
indulging in that too, didn’t I? So 
threw the good resolution about eco- 
nomy and self-denial to the winds, 
and here I am. _ Extraordinary, 
though, how ’flu has been affecting 
people this year. Dreadful weakness 
and depression seems to be what 
everyone gets after it. I felt almost 
suicidal, darling, and as it seemed a 
pity to run the risk of ending my 
young life so soon, I took my cou- 
rage in both hands and made the 
effort. 

* * 

f course there are less drastic 

remedies, dearest, and I believe 
a new dress or even a new hat— 
combined, of course, with the neces- 
sary treatments and tonics—goes a 
long way to getting over the dreadful 
convalescent stage. But if you want 
to get away, it gives you wonderful 
excuses, 7’est-ce pas ? 


* % % With one of 


é i National day at Aintree. 
everal rather smart affairs in 


town before I came away. 
There was the big dinner party and 
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her sisters 
Mrs. Crichton is a daughter 
of the late Colonel the Hon. Walter Trefusis, C.B., 
and cousin to Lord Clinton. 
to Lord Erne 
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ball at Lord Farquhar’s house, to which the King and 
Queen went with Prince Albert and Princess Mary—that 

was the night before I left, I remember, for the zealous 
footmen with their lusty voices kept me awake most of 

the night calling for the cars and carriages. Rather a 

trial, you know, for eight o’clock in the morning is a hideously 
early start anyway, even with a good unbroken sleep before- 
hand. : . 

* * * 


AY frock dress and Garter affair, you know (sounds rather 

like Mr. Salteena), and I’m told that Princess Mary both 
looked enchanting and enjoyed herself enormously. I’m always 
glad to hear of her having a good time, as there must be so 
many limits for her, poor child, in her position. The big ball- 
room, with the five great windows overlooking the square, 
looked lovely, and, more important still (to one half the guests at 
any rate), the shaded lights made it so becoming. Another 
great joy was that there was plenty of room to dance, and that’s 
not an easy thing to find anywhere 
in London in spite of there being a 
new place to dance at opened nearly 


every day. 
* * * 
Masses of beautiful jewels, of 
course, and none of the 
pushful ones to be seen. I told 


you, didn’t I, of the conversation I 
overheard the other day among 
Those Who Really Do Know on the 
subject of the younger hostesses who 
count? I wonder if you’d ‘guess 
how many they finally decided on, 
and who they were. You might— 
I don’t know. 


* * * 
mn) 
To 


go back, though. Tremendous 
amount of nice girls in honour 
of the Princess. The Duchess of 
Devonshire came with some of her 
bunch of daughters, and looked very 
well. Must be glad to have the duke 
over here now that she’s so busy 
with Lady Dorothy’s wedding, which 
is only a fortnight from now. 
Wonder who the duke’s next aides- 
de-camp will be! Then there was 
Lady Salisbury with her younger 
girl, who married the Devonshire 
son. Lady Harcourt brought her 
two daughters, Doris and Olivia. 
The Duchess of Abercorn and Lady 
Desborough came with theirs, and 
of the young married girls I hear 
that the new Lady Blandford looked 
specially enchanting. 
* te * 
he next night Lord Lathom (get- 
ting almost irrepressible, isn’t 
he?) had a big musical party at his 
house in Great Cumberland Place. 


snapped on the Grand 


Her husband is uncle 
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Maicolm Arbuthnot 


LADY CYNTHIA CURZON 


Whose engagement to Mr. Oswald Mosley, the member for 
Harrow, was recently announced. Lady Cynthia is the 
second daughter of Lord Curzon of Kedleston by his first 
wife. Her fiancé is the eldest son of Sir Oswald and Lady 
Mosley of Rolleston Hall, Burton-on-Trent 
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Tremendous excitement, of course, about the new music-room. 
Great excitement, too, about the song that Lord Berners had 
composed. He’s our Futurist musical peer, you know. Quite eligible, 
too—only thirty-seven, still unmarried, and a nice place in Shropshire. 
Saw him often with the famous Marchesa Casati last summer, when 
John painted the picture that’s in the Alpine Club Gallery. 


* * ¥ 


good many attractive women there too. First of all Mrs. Pat, 

greatest charmer of all; Mrs. Pan, the beautiful Frenchwoman ; 
Marjorie Gordon, Lillah McCarthy, then just on the verge of marriage, 
now a fait accompli (everyone getting married, aren’t they), and 
Margaret Montagu, or Fluffy Ruffles as they call her up in Leicester- 
shire. Rather a-nice name, for she’s awfully fair and pretty. Boris 
Linsky sang as well as he generally does. Rather amusing to see the 
joy on the face of a certain minister when somebody got up and 
sang Schumann in German. Real undisguised pleasure at hearing 


the mother tongue. 
* * * 


uppose, by the way, you did hear of the very smart party the 

other night, when the hostess took herself off to the bridge 

room, and refused point blank to come out again to greet any of 

». the later arrivals in spite of all the blandishments of the Grand 

Duke. The schoolboy son threw himself nobly into the breach, 

and entertained everybody delightfully by his performance on 
the piano. 

* * * 


\_ arsavina herself, I believe, was one of the victims. Saw her before 

I left in that ridiculous but rather enchanting little show at the 
Coliseum that Barrie wrote for her. It wants a Karsavina to carry it 
through even with all the Barrie touches, and the Arnold Bax music 
and the Paul Nash setting. I liked his decorative greyhounds better 
than some of his pictures—but who designed the dreSses? Rather 


“wish Hugo Rumbold had done them. 


* * * 


[ Jelicious idea to have the baby born all ina minute like that. The 
morning after the wedding, too. Wish some big scientist would 
find out the secret, though. So much better than the hundred and 
one dull things they do discover. Babies seem rather the fashion in 
the plays we’ve been having lately—in Grierson’s Way, Sinners 
Both, rather painful and gloomy and middle-aged by all accounts, and 
Tom Trouble. Rather puzzled me that one; couldn’t make out 
whether they knew more about it than I do or a good deal less. 


* * * 


(re of the few babyless ones is Lady Forbes-Robertson’s show at 

the Strand, though it makes up for the omission by a good deal 
of sentiment! Amazing what a slip of a girl she looks, so pretty, and 
not much older than her own daughter, Maxine. 


* * * 


Meanwhile plays and opera seem to be out of season just for the 
“ time being, and cinemas and musical parties to have come in 
instead. Great show the other day at Seaford House, which Lady 
Howard de Walden lent for the Mr. Wu film in aid of the Dowager 
Lady Carnarvon’s charity for the care of neurasthenic ex-soldiers. 
Apparently breathing and singing exercises have cured many almost 
hopeless cases, and so they want more money for more teachers. 


* * * 


Morning and afternoon show, and naturally fuller in the afternoon, 

Matheson Lang and Lillah McCarthy in the chief parts and 
little Meggie Albanesi playing the daughter. The house looked rather 
dreary, as they’ye not been staying there, but somewhere up this part 
of the world, I think, for I saw Lady Howard de Walden walk past 
with her sister, Mrs. Noel Francis, lately. 


* * * 


he most interesting topic everywhere still seems to be on the 
vexed question of divorce. You simply can’t get away from it. 

I’ve just been reading Maxwell’s last book, ‘“‘A Remedy Against Sin. 
All about the present laws on that subject.” Evidently very much‘on 
our side, darling. My heavens, the talk there’s going to be during 
the next month or two! Wonder what it willendin. Always takes 
us rather a long time to catch hold of a new idea over here, so | 
expect our grand-daughters may reap the benefit of Lord Buckmaster’s 


bill. 
* * # 


An while everybody is getting excited about that over here, I 
suppose they’ll still go on killing all the policemen and Lord 
Mayors in Ireland, as-no one seems to have thought of doing any- 
thing very much to prevent them so far. Not awfully easy to find new 
(Continued on p. 4) 
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people for the jobs. Sounds rather more like Bolshevism than 
Sinn Fein to me. What do you think about it? Suppose 
you heard about the woman walking—with a man, mark you— 
in the streets of Dublin who had her handbag snatched away. 
Her companion caught the thief, but got frightfully abused by 
the crowd, who seemed to think the thief had a better right to 
it than the owner! 
* * 
AY, hich reminds me, dearest, that even in this old London of 
2 ours it’s safer to wear your furs pinned on to you. 
Amazing how absent-minded some people are about seizing hold 
of them, and don’t find out their mistake until they’re out of 
sight, so it’s just as well to be prepared. 
* * * 
Mest confess I’m getting awfully confused, aren’t you, about 
the different parties and what they’re out for? Labour, 
Socialist, Communist, Syndicalist. Think that man in Alexander 
Black’s The Great Desire, rather hit the nail on the head 
when he said that “often conflict in the world comes not from 
differing ideals but from a different sense of methods in 
reaching them.” : 
* * 
ML. eanwhile 
it’s rather 
amusing to see 
and hear the 
P.M.’s and the 
ex-P.M.’s _ diffe- 
rent views about 
the Labour 
Party. TheP.M., 
who wants fusion 
against them, 
and the ex-P.M., 
who talks about 
“an insensate 
crusade against 
an imaginary 
peril.” Rather 
neatly summed 
up in one of the 
leading articles: 
“The peril is 
not imaginary, it 
is real; but it is 
in the unfortu- 
nate nature of 
party politics 
that the man who 
helped to create 
it is now de- 
nouncing it, while 
the man who 
should be oppos- 
ing it declares 
it does not exist.” 
* * 
Ana with all this talk about what’s been done in London, I 
seem to have forgotten to say anything at all about Paris 
and the journey over. That part was rather a tragedy from the 
first, for after waiting in Bedford Square on a glorious afternoon 
—well, perhaps not quite so long as I ought legitimately to have 
done—and watching an imperturbable spinster preparing to get 
through all her correspondence before her turn came, I found I 
hadn’t even the necessary 8s. for the visa and had to borrow it 
(with no security) from the kind commissionnaire, who’d never 
set eyes on me before. 
* 


Angela, Daphne, and Jeanne. 


* * 


“[ hen, darling, we put off the journey for two whole days so 

that we might come over with M. G., who’s in the F.O., 
and, of course, would have been a great help towards smoothing 
over all the tiresome discomforts. Tat two days was just long 
enough for the weather and the Channel crossing to change 
from heavenly to—well, very up and down, and then the wretched 
man couldn’t come at the last minute, so we had all the discom- 
forts plus the rough sea as well. 


“EVE” is the most beautiful, artistic, interesting ladies’ paper in the world. 
In the next number, produced to-morrow, Mr. H. H. Hilton commences a series of articles on ‘‘ Ladies’ Golf.’ Golf 


journalism. 


and tennis are the two ladies’ sports upon which ‘' EVE"’ will specialise. 


MR. GERALD DU MAURIER’S WIFE AND DAUGHTERS 


A new and hitherto unpublished picture of Mrs. Gerald du Maurier with her three daughers, 
Mr. Gerald’ du Maurier, whc has Jong held the position of 
“matinée idol,’ has been a great success as the “strong, silent man” in “ The Choice”’ 
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EVELYN—continued. 


ather added to our annoyance when we found that Lord 
Derby was travelling with us, returning from his Grand 
National visit. Seemed such a pity, when we saw the obsequious- 
ness of everybody, not to go up to him and ask him to look after 
us. Must say Marion did her best.. She looked very attractive 
in her bright orange cap and cape, and looked very wistful and 
pathetic, making full use of her amazing feet and profile, but 
nothing happened. I ’xpect, really, he’d have been quite pleased 
to help us. 
* * _* 
“The Pérouse is delightful. Just opposite the Majestic. It was 
the annexe to it during the Peace Conference. Not big, 
but delightfully appointed and so comfortable. Writing now in 
bed, with the sun pouring in through the big French windows 
and Marion sitting out on the balcony very much en négligée 
with her hair down, looking out over the roofs. 
* mete) 


* 
Went last night to the Thédtre Femina. An awfully amusing 


little comedy, Mademoiselle Ma Mere, by Louis 
Verneuil, an attractive young man, who’s rather the hero of the 
piece. 


Really great fun, and quite charming, but suppose 
somehow we 
couldn’t have it 
in England, 
where we’ve got 
to be entirely 
comic or rather 
tragic and full of 
high sentiments 
in our love affairs, 
haven’t we? 


* * 
A bybow, it’s 
all about 


an oldish roué— 
with grown - up 
son, mark you— 
who’s married 
again a very 
young girl. Son’s 
attitude to her 
very disapprov- 
ing, ’specially 
when, from sheer 
boredom and 
temper, she goes 
off with the usual 
inveterate lover. 
Son follows—for 
father’s sake, of 
course! Spoils 
that plan, and 
then discovers 
that he’s in love 
with her himself, 
and she with him. 
After the usual 
sadness about their hopeless passion, he talks of going to America ! 
It transpires, for reasons we couldn’t mention over here, that she 
is still Mademoiselle, so he gets father to divorce and give her 
up. Gaby Morlay was enchanting as the little step-mother. 
* * * 
(Crowds of people at Auteuil for the racing on Sunday. 
Gorgeous day, so heaps of the very newest spring frocks, 
and a good many others as well, for that matter. Didn’t do so 
badly either, for you often get better odds for a place than for 
a win on the pari-mutuel system. The favourite, Coq Gaulois, 
was actually 5 to 2 on to win and 5 to 3 on for a place. It’s 
quite worth knowing, really. Wish someone would think up 
Sunday afternoon race meetings in England in Richmond Park. 
* * * 
ea afterwards at the Pré Catalan, and then to the Ritz for 
dinner. As a great treat you dance there from nine till 
ten on Sunday night. The next letter will be from the Hotel 
du Palais at Biarritz, where I hear there are crowds of in- 
teresting and amusing people—Yours, EVELYN. , 


Mendoza Galieries 


Her colour reproductions open a new era in illustrated 


Our readers should not fail to buy this unique complement 
qd 


to their old friend, THE TATLER > 
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“AS APRIL MELTS IN MAY-TIME.” 
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Pomeys 


SOME FASHIONS FOR THE UNCERTAIN SEASON 


Anyone less autocratic than Madame la Mode we should not hesitate to describe as particularly “cussed,” but /rer vagaries must 
be overlooked or lightly dismissed. With the advent of spring and delightfully warm weather (at the time of writing), and 
following the distinctly décolleté fashions of the winter, lo, and behold!—high collars! Several variations of the new mode are 
shown in our photographs, worn with the tailor-made, and as an adjunct for the voluminous cloak. The fashions of Spain have 
influenced the Parisian designer, and are given effect in the coat-frock, with which a highly decorative sash plays a prominent 
part. The waistcoat, which long ago ceased to be the prerogative of mere man, is charmingly adapted for Madame’s use, and she 
continues to show marked favour for the accordion-pleated confection such as we show in black and white. 
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miss ! A. Ellioff. 
Currie. 3 Kennel kuntsmar. 


Mr Nell. 


J 
Beresford A 
_ He» Eos Mrs Musson 


SUPPORTERS OF THAT. FAMOUS PACK. BY FRED MAY 


With the closing of the hunting season our ubiquitous artist has turned his attentions to the South Shropshire Hunt, of which 

Lieut.-General Sir Edwin Alderson is master. Among his group of ‘‘ well-knowns”’ are Colonel Sowerby, who is Lord Barnaby’s 

agent and a stout supporter of the hunt; Mrs. Musson of Yockleton, Shrewsbury, who has the reputation of being kindness 

personified; Mr. Nell, an authority on remounts, and the kennel huntsman, A. Elliott, who lost a leg during the war, Mr. Lee, 

the gentleman with the precarious position on the plate at the top of the picture, seldom misses a day, while Mr. Beresford 

Heywood knows the glorious game of huntin’ from A to Z. Another series of caricatures by Fred May of ‘“‘among those present 
at Aintree” will be seen on page 25 of this issue 
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HON. MRS. ERIC CHAPLIN 


With Captain Cecil Boyd-Rochfort. 


LADY URSULA GROSVENOR 


Is the elder daughter of the Duke of 

Westminster, for whose entertainments 

she is acting as hostess. She has the 

modern girl’s love of sport, and is a 
splendid horsewoman 


Mrs. Chaplin is a daughter 
of the late Lord Nunburnholme, her husband being the son and 
heir of that veteran sportsman, Lord Chaplin 


Manvers. 


LADY IRENE CURZON 
The eldest daughter of Lord Curzon of 


Kedleston by his first marriage. As Lord 

Curzon has no son, Lady Irene will be- 

come the successor to the barony of 
Ravensdale 


LADY SIBELL PIERREPONT 


Who is seen with a friend, is the youngest daughter of Lord 
Her father is resigning from the Rufford Hunt, of 
which he has been master for the last twenty years 


LADY NOREEN BASS 


Is a daughter of the late Lord Huntingdon 
and sister to the present peer. Her hus- 
band, Sir William Bass, succeeded to the 
baronetcy of his uncle, Lord Burton, whose 
barony passed to his daughter 
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BRIGADIER-GENERAL SIR JOSEPH BYRNE, K.B.E., 


Indulging in one of his favourite pastimes, salmon fishing, on the River Boyne. 
Sir Joseph was Inspector-General of the Royal Irish Constabulary, and his 
recent dismissal from that position caused a lot of discussion, being the subject 


of questions in the House 


E do not talk about either the Lincoln or the National, - 
excepting to say what I said before—what mugnoons we 


are to bet on these races, All the same, in order to pre- 

serve continuity, a note has to be written. As to the 

Lincoln, I’m sorry that Scatwell was the only one I really. managed 
to give you; but I did keep on rubbing it in that he was the best 
class horse in the field, and that if the report of the gallop was correct 
he must be 1, 2, 3. It was correct on his running, as Grand Fleet’s 
Liverpool Cup showing proved. The thing to put down in your note- 
book of course is, ‘‘ Barling’s horses are in form—watch’em!’’ The 
mud which prevailed for the first two or three furlongs seemed to 
absolutely anchor most of them, but it was nuts for Furious, who has 
been coming through the deep all the jumping season. On the top 
of the ground what might not have happened, and when it is on top 
of the ground next time, and Scatwell is in at anything like a fair 
racing weight .! LIalmost wrote that vulgar word, ‘‘ Whotto!”’ 

* * * 

s to the National, the result wasa regular case of history repeating 

“\ itself. When Mr. Jack Anthony won this race on Glenside in 
1911 there were twenty-six runners, and only four finished; this 
year there were twenty-four runners, and only six finished, and 
again that fine horseman was on top. This is Mr. Anthony’s third 
National, as he also won on Ally Sloper, and although I know a real 
performer, like he is, hates having polite things said about him, I do 
not believe that there is another*pair of hands in the three kingdoms 
that would have kept Troytown on his legs; for it was a case for 
hands if ever there was one. Even Troytown’s greatest admirers 
said that he was hot as blazes to hold, and that he was none too 
careful; but that’s just the sort that performs brilliantly with the 
right coachman on top, who will pull the right string at the right 
moment. In 1911 everything fell, as a matter of fact, bar the winner, 
including the three that finished behind Glenside. Rathnally, who 


finished second, was down once, so was Shady Girl, and the other- 


was the 50-guinea hunter, Foolhardy, ridden by the intrepid owner 
Mr. W. Macneill. He hada bet of £1,200 to £3 that he would get 
the course, and to ensure his horse not getting away from him in the 
event of a fall, Mr. Macneill had his reins strapped to his wrists. 
The fall came off all right at the second fence, but Foolhardy was 
remounted, and at the finish he was three fences behind the winner. 
* * * 
p[ebey always say that the Aintree fences are ‘‘stiffer than ever,”-but 
I wonder! They said so.in 1911, but I’m certain that it was 
not the fences alone that were accountable for all this scatteration— 
but the short stirrup. A good many of the falls that year were sheer 
“‘voluntaries.” Parfrement, for one, gave Lutteur III. a lead over the 
fence after Becher's, the horse being left on top of the fence. When 
Rathnally dissolved partnershjp with Chadwick it was because 
Caubeen refused just in front of him, and Chadwick flew out of the 
plate and landed the other side of the fence, Rathnally remaining on 
the take-off side! So that that year anyway it was not all the fault 
of the fences. No one denies that they are real snorters, and that it’s 
“murder,” as “‘ Ananias ” Smith would say, to hit them, but it’s nothing 
new when stick is as heavy as this. Aintree is Aintree and it is like 
nothing else on earth. If there were more steeplechases over this 
course before the National I think it would be a real good move, 
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Poole, Waterford 
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Oy “Sabretache’ 


for no schooling fence that I have ever seen is the 
same thing. 
* * 
ie the number of horses now said to be in training 
at Newmarket is any criterion—and I have recently 
had the figure placed at very nearly 2,000 for head- 
quarters and the immediate vicinity alone—we are 
assured of a bumper season. Another thing is that 
back-end form must have a greater chance of repeating 
itself early on than is the case when we have endured 
a hard winter. Look at the performances of Barling's 
horses as an instance. The winter now happily over— 
or so some of us like to believe—has been the most 
open one for a long period of years, and consequently 
everything is forward. A keen observer who occa- 
sionally favours me with his views and prophecies 
asserts that both the Derby winner and the Ascot 
Gold Cup winner are at Newmarket, but beyond this 
Delphic pronouncement he will not go—for he men- 
tions no names. If he is right regarding the first of 
these two events then the Derby does not go to Stock- 
bridge! But I am not at all certain that in this 
particular my informant is correct. Why should it 
not? Last year some of us lost our heads over a colt 
C.B that had not a quarter of the credentials which are 
: possessed by Tetratema; this year, apparently, be- 
cause we never had any public chance of proving 
that this great colt's brilliant sire could get a mile-and- 
a-half, we are going to do our best to persuade our- 
selves that he will not win the Derby ! 
* * * 


\We are a queer lot of fish, are not we? What just cause or 
impediment is there why Tetratema should not stay for a 
week and be galloping on at the end of it? That great expert on 
Bruce Low, our old friend, ‘‘ The Special Commissioner,’’ would find 
us a dozen reasons in less than half-a-dozen minutes. why a Roi 
Herode should stay, and also ask us why we think The Tetrarch could 
not stay! He would ask us, I feel sure, to put on our thinking caps 
and recall what The Tetrarch’s Derby trial was. He would remind 
us that this colt gave a four-year-old a stone over the Derby distance 
and lost him, and he would be right to do so. Iknow that there were 
some people who believe that Southern would prove himself to be the 
better stayer of the pair, and there are others who tell us that Mount 
Royal, a colt that more really grew to his strength last season, may 
make us sit up and take a bit of notice before the season is out; but 
at the moment I cannot see why we'should look further afield than 
the really great colt which is the hope of the stable presided over by 
Atty! There is only one thing more certain than another, namely, 
that after Tetratema has won the Two Thousand,in a trot, as he is 
bound to do, there will be no 4 to 1 the field on offer for the Derby, as 
there is, so I am given to understand, at present. So I think 4 to 1 
Tetratema is a good bet! There is nothing else really offering at the 
moment, but the season is young yet ! 
(Contintied on p. xviii) 


Langfier, Brook Street 


MISS BABETTE TOBIN 


A pretty young actress, snapped in the Row, who contributed 
to the success of ‘‘ Tails Up”’ and other West-end productions. 
She is engaged to Mr. Cecil W. Johnson of Harley Street 
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. A PENCIL PORTRAIT 


From a Picture by J. Percival Anderson. 
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LADY BYNG OF VIMY 


A portrait study by Mr. J. Percival Anderson of Lady Byng, who is the only daughter of the Hon. Sir Richard Moreton, and was 

before her marriage in 1902 Miss Marie Moreton. Her father is the younger brother of the venerable Earl of Ducie, whose only 

son and heir, Lord Moreton, died at the beginning of this month within a few days of his sixty-third birthday. Lord Byng was a 

son of the 2nd Earl of Strafford and is uncle to the present peer. He achieved his greatest success whilst in command of the 

Third Army in France, and gained renown throughout the war for himself and his ““Byng Boys.’ He has a very nice place at 
Thorpe Hall in the village of Thorpe-le-Soken, within a short distance of Frinton 
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LHE TATLER 


Guess it’s the 
last cooking I'll be*doing in the Dear Old Home (thank Gawd), 'cause [ 
move next week.—Lovingly, Priscivi.a. 

P.S.—The bare boards are to indicate the pending removal of my goods 
and chattels. 

P.SS.—Judgin’ by its interior complexion the egg on the table must have 


This, B'lov'dest, is Me! Me cooking East Eggs for Easter. 


een intended for a curate. 
P.SSS.—Hadn't played the fool like this for a long while—had I ? 


GH! .. . I feel so eggy! Been boilin’ eggs for 
Easter, and, shades of a white night, how butter- 
fingered I am this morning! Also mus’ be admitted, 
eggs are the darndest slippery things in creation. 

Trem’jously fascinatin’ to handle, tho’, even if you do have 
accidents. I s’pose you know how nice they are to paint—in 
water-colours too—when they’re hard boiled. Simply soak up 
colour, and yet the colour remains as bright as the new cakes 
in achild’s birthday paint box. You know, B’lov’dest, how 
one goes about it, n’est-ce pas? One just boils the h’eggs 
to hardness, and when they come out of the water the moisture 
dries off immediately, ’stremely duck’s-back in effect, and 
right away you start painting. Just as well, perhaps, to wear 
a glove—thick one—on the left hand. A burnt artist dreads 
the egg so to speak. 
* * * 


You can make the loveliest humpsty-bumpsty @ la Sir John 

Tenniel’s illustrations of “ Alice in Wonderland.” And 
indian ink, leaving of course white spaces for the eyes and 
mouth—which will afterwards be filled in with brown in one case 


A TEAM OF OUR COUSINS 


BELIE THEIR REPUTATION AS THE 
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PRISCILLA IN 
PARIS. 


and vermilion in t’other—will turn the white (and mystic) shape 
of the egg into a very jolly nigger’s head. Yellow ochre gives 
one a Chinaman, and a pig-tail of plaited twist makes the yellow 
peril complete and ’cessively scareful ! , 


* * * 


‘raps the amusingest is the making of marble eggs. You 
get snippits of silk and vividly coloured ribbons, and you 
unravel them so that all the strands are loose. You combine 
the colours you like best and just wrap ’em round the raw eggs, 
knot a white cotton rag round each so that the silk adheres to 
the egg, and then, in they go to the boiling water, to come out 
ten minutes later all the rainbow colours you have chosen to 
make ’em. This is where I came to grief . . . in wrappin’ 
’em up. AsI said before, darn-slippery things . . . eggs. 


* * 3 


] was dancing so absurdly late last night and was almost too 

tired to sleep when I got home. There happened a jazz 
fight at Lorenzi’s. You know, the artist whose cartoons in 
the ‘‘ Sourire” and “ Fantasio,” not to menchun “‘ Eve,” are so 
noticed. There was an aw’fly jolly crowd, and Madame Lorenzi 
is such a charming hostess. She is one of her husband’s 
fascinating drawings in flesh and blood. Petite, wonderfully 
slim, incredibly fair, and with the most wonderful blue eyes. 
We danced, made music, fiddled and sang,and . . . simply 
stuffed! It’s too bad when anyone, as I do, wants to slim down, 
to go and buzz a buffet like that under their nose. I simply 
kept on saying to myself, “‘ No more, thank you,’ and yet ever 
and ever again I allowed myself to have “just one more!” 
But then, of course, my special weaknesses are caviare sand- 
wiches and Mont Blanc. 


* * * 


‘Talking of “slimming,” do you know the only real way to 

do it? Stay one whole day (and night, of course—the 
round of the clock, in fact) every week without eating at all! 
It appears that one gets used to it after a while !! But per- 
sonally I would almost prefer getting accustomed to tea without 
sugar, no bread, hardly any butter, and never-no-more choc’lites, 
though then life ’d become as barrenas . . . which Bible 
lady was it? 

* * * 

‘C ’morning, f’rinstance, I tossed up whether I'd stay in bed 

without eating all day or whether I’d go out and walk off 
my las’ night’s orgie. The walking won! I put on a djersa 
frock, two pairs of woolly panties, a sweater, and a norficer’s 
greatcoat. It was a tight squeeze to get through the door, but 
I managed it . . . the maid pushin’ and the concierge 
pulling ! 


(The latter suggested that next time I’d better use the 


(Continued on . xii) 
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IN FRANCE, WHOSE PROWESS ON THE HOCKEY FIELD TENDS TO 


“WEAKER SEX” 
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NEW SAVOYARD. 
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Miss Compton Collier, West End Lane, N.W. 


MISS NELLIE BRIERCLIFFE 


The occasion of the recent revival of Gilbert and Sullivan’s opera in London gave Miss Nellie Briercliffe an opportunity to score 

a splendid personal success. Her acting and singing were a delight, particularly as Tessa in “‘ The Gondoliers’* and in the name 

part of “‘Iolanthe,’’ and compared favourably even with the almost incomparable “Old Savoyard,”’ Miss Jessie Bond, who created 
the parts. We believe she will shortly appear in a new production in London with a part worthy of her capabilities 
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UEENIE, YOU DEAR OLD THING,—I don’t suppose 
you thought, when I promised to send you a true and 
faithful account of my doings in the great world outside 
the Kedgeree woman’s seminary for the daughters of 

gentlemen—and others—that I really intended to keep my word. 
I’ve been long enough about it, but better late than never, as 
the sportsman said when his fancy got itself mixed up with the 
next race. 

I know you’ll want to ask me what do I think of the world, 
the real world, which we somehow only managed to catch 
glimpses of when home for the holidays. Well, darling, old 
ladies with whiskers and a passion for knitting will wag their 
heads at you and tell you what a miserable and wicked place it 
is—but don’t you believe them. It may be wicked in patches, 
but it’s not a bit miserable. Quite the op. 

I’m “out” now. That doesn’t mean that I’ve been presented. 
Father was very keen, but Lady Cordelia Throstle, the most 
expensive, and generally the most obliging, chaperon that a girl 
ever had, jibbed at taking me to Court. Father tried to argue 
with her, and told her that he’d been to a Court himself. When 
pressed, however, he had to admit that it was Bow Street, and 


“His name was Captain Smithers, and he 
wore the V.C. ribbon" 
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(Being certain letters written by Miss Lucille Drury, and addressed to her friend, 
Miss Queenie Tippitt, The High School, Brightbourne) 


Edited by A. M. BURRAGE. 
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“After all, it is a 
drawback to have a 
father who made his 
money by laying the 
odds and knowing 
when to hedge"’ 


Avge. 
Wert, Wee 


IM Bo go 
Lady Cordelia became very chilly. Those two, on the rare 
occasions when they meet, don’t get on at all well. 

Of course, in society, even as it is to-day, it is rather a 
drawback to have a father who made his fortune by laying the 
odds and knowing exactly when to hedge, It’s not much use 
trying to make asecret of it, for father seems to have half ruined 
all the nice people I meet nowadays. Of course, I gave it 
away my first term at Miss Kedgeree’s. She suspected things 
when I told her that 1066 was the year William the Conqueror 
won the Derby; and when she intercepted one of my shilling 
doubles enclosed in a letter to father she knew the worst. Of 
course, my knowledge of form was rotten in those days. But 
what could you expect from a kid of twelve? And she needn’t, 
have been so beastly about it. 

I wish you could meet Lady Cordelia Throstle. Her mission 
in life at present is to see me safely over the pitfalls that beset 
an innocent girl like me, and get me safely married to a title. 
Only not too soon. Of course, directly I do get married she'll 
have to live on the unemployment gratuity until another like me 
—if there is another—comes along. 

In appearance she’s rather like the Bishop of London— 
whose photograph, alongside that of Henry Ainley, we used to 
cherish in our cubicles—but she’s not half so broad-minded. 
She has a contralto voice which seems to come up from the 
bottom of a lifi-shaft. She really doesn’t like me a bit, but she 
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t 
‘She walked away without looking at him, whilst Uncle Rupert shrivelled on his chair” 


has to pretend. It would do your heart good to see and hear 
her whenever I say anything in other company of which she 
doesn’t quite approve. She smiles such a sweet smile and says: 
“Dear Lucille is such an ingénue.” 

We're always having little classes in deportmert, and we’ve 
now got to Asparagus and How to Eat It. We practise in the 
mornings with a broken ostrich feather, and we began with a 
lecture on Why the Best People Never Crick Their Necks. I 
said, ““ What about macaroni?” and she answered, “ Child, in 
the very unlikely event of such a dish being offered to you while 
you are under my care you will do well to decline it.” On the 
whole, I’m getting along toppingly, and Lady Cordelia has taught 
me what expressions are, and are not, used by the Best People. 
“TLumme” is seldom heard nowadays in a 
really good drawing-room, and since the 
middle-classes have got hold of “ Perfectly 
priceless,” ‘‘ How engaging” is now the 
right thing to say. 

We've been stopping at the Hotel 
Mount Splendid at Eaststone, where up: 
to a point I had a perfectly priceless—I 
mean very engaging—time. It was so 
nearly engaging in another sense that 
Lady Cordelia got quite scared about it. 

He was a Captain Smithers, and he 
wore the V.C. ribbon. He was very 
modest about the way he got it, but he 
gave me to understand that he’d been a 
Railway Transport Officer and a Town 
Major, and had all sorts of risky things to 
do, so I just had to draw my own conclu- 
sions. My dear, he was one of the hand- 
somest men I ever saw, and I made him 
shave off his moustache because he looked 
better without it—and besides, it tickled. 

He used to take me about all over 
the place, and Lady Cordelia got perfectly 
furious about it. She used to tell me that 
he was an “outsider” and a “mauvais 
sujet.” At last she got my back up, and I told her that love 
was the only thing in life worth living for. 

“Look at you, Lady Cordelia,’ I said. “Have you a 
husband? Non est! MWHaveyouchildren? Nafpoo! Are you 
happy? Not likely! Do you think I want to go through life 
like you, trying to kid myself that the canary loves me?” 

She became pertectly furious at that, and told me that I was 
only half bred; whereupon I drew myself up and told her that 
her exalted position did not entitle her to compare me with a 
sausage. 

So I just defied her, and went all over the place with Percy 
Smithers. We both felt that we’d met before in some other 
world. ‘He was a king in Babylon and I was a Christian 
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slave,” and all that. Every evening we used to go and have one 
and threepence-worth in the darkest cinema and play at holding 
hands and tangle-ankle. We saw a Babylon film there, and 
Percy said he recognised it all, particularly the scene in the 
arena. He explained that the lions dashed in so quickly because 
they’d been kicked from behind, and they looked so miserable 
because they knew what frightful indigestion they were going to 
have. In the end we found out that the film was all about Rome, 
which was rather a sell. 

Well, what do you think that old cat, Lady Cordelia, did ? 
She set an inquiry agent to work out Percy’s form. It turned 
out that it wasn’t the V.C. ribbon he was wearing at all, but the 
O.B.E., which is very like it; and he’d got that for suggesting 
the colour of the distemper which was used for the generals’ 
cloak room at-Aspidestra House. And who do you think he 
turned out to be? Why, father’s old clerk, who used to book 
his commissions for him in the ring. No wonder we thought 
we'd met in some other world. Percy cleared out before I 
could tell him what a funny coincidence I thought it was. 

We left the hotel through what is politely known as a 
“painful incident.” Lady Cordelia’s cousin, the Hon. Rupert 
Ruper, was staying there. He is a widower with a bald head 
and one encumbrance, and seems to live principally on cherry 
brandy. He had a governess for his little boy, and she left 
while we were there, because she said that little Rupert showed 
signs of growing 
up to be like his 
father. That left 
the Hon. Rupert 
rather in the lurch, 
so Lady Cordelia 
took over, and 
divided her time 
between him and 
me 


“He ran for his life’' 


It so happened 
that little Rupert 
was playing near 


= ~ the back stairs 
SSS when the head 
—— °F™ waiter fell down 
= 2e them with about 
twenty pounds’ 


worth of crockery. Despite the noise, the little chap con- 
trived to learn five new words, which next day he interrupted 
the lesson about Daniel to repeat to Lady Cordelia. 

Lady Cordelia must have heard them before, or known what 
they meant, for she pursued the poor little fellow down two flights 
of stairs, and he had to save his life by taking refuge in the 
nearest bath-room and locking himself in. As he refused to 
come out, or even to answer her, she went off to fetch his 
father. 


(Continued on puviii) 
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this country. 


Cld Associations. 

the place where you were innocent and young—these 
in which you find yourself at the moment; their influence seems 
indeed. They may not necessarily belong to your own 
they seem to cast a glamour over you stronger often than you 
you than the mansion which destiny and your own hard work 
stand amid them, the years seem to drop away from you, and 
seem as if something of -your own past 
sphere which still remains of the dead 
than the future along which you wend 
The prayers, the hopes and longings, the 
pour out their innermost desires to God, 
of yourself and invest you in the 
passed away. And this feeling of 
something which belongs to the men and 
all the happiness and disappointments of 
the dead past, which hang heavily over 
of God. Even in ruin and decay, a 
prayers of the men and women who are 

Mrs. 

his surroundings with levity, angers us 
He seems to insult the dead men and women who once prayed 


N Old Association is a very great human tie. Where you 
have been happy, where you have found a friend, 
places can never be forgotten, and as you grow older 

they play a far more vital part in your life than the surroundings 
to become stronger as the years pass onward. And a place 
without any old associations whatsoever is a very dull place 
memories, but if they belong to the life of someone with whom 
you are in sympathy, someone who is well known and ‘famous, 
acknowledge to yourself. I can imagine that even a slum, if in 
the long-ago you were happy ’mid its poverty, can be dearer to 
have gained for you at last. And, as you visit once more the 
associations of Long Ago, how strange it is that, when you 
you feel once more as you felt years ago, when you were either 
happy or miserable terrified, or merely bored there. It would 
thoughts seems still to linger there, and 

that when you come back the atmo- 

past is stronger than the present which 

envelopes your life to-day, more vital 

your way. Have you not often felt the 

same intense feeling in an old church? 

happiness and despair of all the people 

who have sought sanctuary therein to 

still remain to hush the idle whisper, cut 

short the frivolous gesture, take you out 

solemnity which belongs to the vital 

emotions whose intensity, maybe, has 

solemnity does not seem to belong to 

you at all. It is something outside you— 

women you have never known, but which 

you share, as you share all the longings, 

humanity. Maybe some of it owes its 

being to the half gloom, the architecture, 

all antique places of worship; your own 

knowledge that you stand in the House 

church seems to possess an “atmo- 

sphere” heavily laden with the unuttered 

dead and gone. That is why the person 

who Scoffs, who misbehaves, who treats 

sometimes beyond control—even though 

we may not be religious in the orthodox meaning of the term. 
there ; to jeer at the God to whom they prayed, and who was a 
“ Real Presence’’ to them. 


* * * 

Where Famous Men Once Lived. 
ou protest, perhaps, that this feeling does not come to you 
when you enter a chapel, or a tin tabernacle, or a Little 
Bethel of corrugated iron. But, although I own that the feeling 
is more faint, you feel it there just the same. It is as if the 
“soul” bowed in reverence to the Faith which upholds other 
human souls, even though you may not share their belief. You 
feel it, too, as you pass the simple memorial tablets in the slums, 
fixed to the wall of some mean street, in memory of those in 
the street who have fallen in the war. Indeed, you feel it more 
there, perhaps, than you do when passing the Cenotaph in 
Whitehall. The simple tablet, fixed where it isamid surroundings 
so unheroic, seems to belong to the men themselves who died 
more than the national monument set up where a thousand 
*buses pass. I cannot explain the emotion, other than saying 
that it belongs to the atmosphere which commemorates some 


Silent If rience 


LADY BRITTAIN 


The wife of Sir Harry Brittain, K.B.E., M.P., 
the member for Acton, and the daughter of 
Sir Robert Harvey. She is very well known 
as a composer of several pieces for the harp, 
and is probably the best amateur harpist in 
She had a great success at 
Lloyd George’s recent 
Downing Street 
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very real thing, to the glamour which always seems to surround 
the place wherein men and women have been their real selves 
—without cant, without criticism, without, as it were, any out- 
side interference between them and the ideal they used to 
worship. Strangely enough, too, this atmosphere clings far less 
to ruined castles, to old streets, to the habitations where once 
great men lived—though it is there too—less intense, perhaps, 
but existent nevertheless. Yet there the imagination seems to 
need, as it were, ‘‘ prodding ”—it is not stirred by some influence 
which seems to be exterior to yourself. But when found—it 
adds a glamour to even the dullest building. It can even add a 
glamour to the tube station at Baker Street, where once the 
home of Mrs. Siddons stood—though there .it certainly requires 
something more than prodding to realise the fact with satis- 
faction. But Knutsford is sweeter for being ‘‘ Cranford,” and 
there is a ‘thrill’? on Standard Hill in Nottingham—though it 
is simply covered by an ugly hospital—because Charles the 
First once set up his standard there; while there are a dozen 
mean streets in London which are the dearer because some 
man or woman whom the world still remembers once lived and 
died there. Many people whom I know go to see the house 
where Jane Austen lived in Winchester 
before they visit the cathedral; they seek 
out her grave long before they seek out 
the graves of the Kings of England. 
* * 


* 

A Book of Literary Paris. 
‘That is the potent ‘charm of an Old 

Association—even when the Old 
Association does not belong to your own 
past life. I have just been reading Mr. 
Arthur Bartlett Maurice’s interesting 
new book, “ The Paris of the Novelists” 
(Chapman and Hall), and though I love 
Paris, I think I shall, when I visit it— 
again, find it even more delightful with 
the information discovered in this book 
to increase my pleasure. And Mr. Maurice 
is nothing if not thorough. He does not 
take you to Paris all at once. On the 
contrary, you start your pilgrimage in 
New York, and all the way over the 
“duck pond” he gossips to you of the 
famous stories of the sea which most of 
us know and delight in. ‘‘That ship, 
lurching strangely in the .now placid 
waters of the Channel, may be Judea 
of Joseph Conrad’s ‘ Youth,’ venturing 
unsteadily yet resolutely to her déath. 
It may be the vessel of the three 
journalists of Kipling’s ‘A Matter of 
Fact,’ the ‘ Rathmines from Cape Town,’ 
that has witnessed in South Atlantic 
waters the death of the sea serpent and 
the agony of its.mate, * blind, white, and 
smelling of musk.’ It may be the boat 
out of Gloucester of a James B. Connolly 
story; or the ship of William McFee’s 
‘Casuals of the Sea’; or a craft of the - 
nautical romance of Frank T. Bullen or Cutcliffe Hyne or 
Morgan Robertson or Albert Sonnichsen, or even Clark 
Russell; or the haunted ship of the Marion Crawford ghost 
story, ‘Man Overboard’; or, at the beginning of the journey, 
the incoming ‘Dimbula’ crying ‘Oyez! Oyez! Oyez! Princes, 
Dukes, and Barons of the High Seas’; or, if the white cliffs 
of Albion be very close at hand, a little vessel hailing from 
the Wapping Old Stairs of the yarns of W. W. Jacobs.’ And 
so you see, while in a graceful, left-handed manner, as it were, 
the author is telling you of most of the ‘‘ romances of the sea,” 
—some, maybe, of which you have never heard—he also lets 
you into the travelling game of ‘‘ Let’s Pretend ”—a game which, 
if you have sufficient imagination and love to dream, can render 
interesting, even ‘‘romantic,’’ the dour surface of a plain con- 
crete wall. 


Claude Harris 


matinée at 


* * * 

Literary Paris. 
nd then we arrive at Paris—Paris of the past; Paris of 
Victor Hugo, Thackeray, Dickens; Paris of Dumas, Pére 
et Fils; Paris of Honoré de Balzac, Daudet, Zola, Guy de 
Maupassant; Paris of to-day—the Paris of Edith Wharton, 
(Continued on p. 16) 
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THE SUBSTITUTE. 


By George Belcher. 


het Abe pas oR RE er NG ENR ES 


Nigenene THRE AR Pap re er Spee 


EET AEN NEG AE ee tS PLASM Bg SS TS 


I hope you have done wisely ”’ 


Yes, mum; I reckon, yew see, I ’ave so much washing to take ’ome now, if I ’adn’t got ’e I 


Fancy you getting married again, Mrs. Smale. 
should ’ave been forced to buy a donkey, shure ’nough’”’ 


“ce 
oe 
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Joseph Vance, Booth Tarkington, Frank Norris, and O. Henry. 
He ferrets out the houses where these writers lived; he shows 
us the places wherein various scenes in their stories were laid; 
he reconstructs the Paris which has been pulled down and 
swept away; and, all the time, he chats delightfully of various 
authors and their books, the characters of their stories—both 
those who belong purely to fiction and those who were really 
literary portraits of living men and women. And, strange as it 
may appear, the houses wherein purely imaginary people were 
supposed to have lived become almost as real to usas the places 
wherein the writers lived themselves. 
that the characters in fiction, the characters whom everybody 
knows—the Three Musketeers, Milady, Cesar Birotteau, Fanny 
Legrand, Becky Sharp, Trilby—all the imaginary men and 
women, in fact—only existed in the pages of a great novel. They 
seem as alive to us as any men and women who ever lived. 
And this is one of the great charms of Mr. Maurice’s book. He 
not only takes us to the houses which the authors inhabited, but 
he also leads us to where the ‘children of their imagination ” 
loved, and hated, and died. If you can call such a book a guide 
book, it is a guide book of the most delightful description. 
The book contains no literary criticism, it is just content to take 
us along to the places made for ever 
interesting by the fact that some 
great writer lived there, or that the 
characters of his books frequented 
that locality. And all the time our 
imagination is stirred; and all the 
time we are learning very much 
what most of us never knew before. 
As I have said, Mr. Maurice’s 
“Paris of the Novelists” has given 
a new delight even to those who 
already loved their Paris, and believed 
they knew its literary associations 
from A to Z. 
* * * 
Another Delightful Book. 
r.S. P. B. Mais’ “ Books and their 
Writers”? (Grant Richards) is 
another delightfully interesting and 
readable book—though in this in- 
stance the author writes as a critic 
rather than as a historian. And his 
criticisms are always outspoken— 
that is what makes them so read- 
able! But his “ outspokenness ” is 
always tempered by wit—and that 
is what makes them so entertaining. 
His range, too, is eclectic. From a 
chapter on Jane Austen— Womanly 
foibles have never been so mercilessly 
exposed ; compared with her astrin- 
gent tonic properties, the satire of 
Addison and Steele is as barley- 
water is to ammonia ’’—he goes on 
to “ Clemence Dane” and Dorothy 
Richardson ; “Clemence Dane,’ who, 
in “Regiment of Women,” can 
“make us almost sympathise with the bloodsucker when we 
see her outwitted by Nature”; and Dorothy Richardson, who 
“gets closer to actualities than any writer outside the Russians.” 
I was very interested, too, in the chapter on Chinese poetry— 
since Chinese poetry is too little known, and so very well worth 
knowing; and also in the chapter on “Eminent Victorians” 
(Mr. Lytton Strachey’s book), wherein he quotes Mr. Strachey’s 
remark about Florence Nightingale’s feeling towards Gad: ‘“‘ She 
felt towards God as she might have felt towards a glorified 
sanitary engineer. She seemed hardly to distinguish between 
the Deity and the drains.” Well, it seems to me personally, 
that there are certainly worse ways to regard Him and His 
wishes on earth. After all, universal perfect sanitary conditions 
make a day’s march considerably nearer Heaven than a century 
of adulation and prayer which lead no further in the betterment 
of mankind. I liked immensely, too, the chapters on Stephen 
McKenna—“ his horizon is bounded by Half Moon Street on the 
one side and Clarges Street on the other; he has a gift of wit 
which in ‘ Ninety-six Hours Leave,’ a book that couldn’t have 
taken more than ninety-six hours to write, is thoroughly adapted 
for readers of ‘The Bystander’ and undergraduates generally. 
It is as well that there should be novelists who exactly suit 


It is so difficult to believe . 


LADY MARY WARD 


With Mrs. Elliott and her daughter in the Park. Lady 
Mary is Lord Gosford’s second daughter and the wife 
of the Hon. Robert Ward, brother to Lord Dudley 
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convalescents’”’; and also the one on the late inimitable ‘‘ Saki” 
(Mr. H. H. Munro), whose loss to modern literature was a very 
real loss indeed. As Mr. Mais truly writes: ‘“‘ There is no doubt 
whatever that the time will come when ‘Saki’ will be given his 
niche among the great humorists.’’ Altogether, “Books and 
their Writers”? is a most interesting, amusing, and clever book. 
If you are interested in modern literature or in modern poetry, 
you will enjoy it thoroughly. 


Fireside Adventures, 

A extraordinarily clever book is Mr. Ward Muir’s ‘‘ Adventures 
in Marriage”? (Simpkin, Marshall), It is the kind of book 

which I do not think has been “ done” before; at least, the 

matrimonial adventures which he describes so vividly are the 

kind of adventures which the average man and woman does not 

write about, nor the reticent speak of. And yet each of them is 


a very real ‘‘ adventure” of the heart—and the book is one of 
those books which, long after you have finished reading it, you 
remember; the incidents recur to your mind, the men and women 
of each story stand out so vividly that they seem to possess all 
the semblance of reality. 


Each one of these various adventures 
is quite perfectly told — briefly, 
but with every ounce of emotion, 
of psychology squeezed out of it, 
as it were. The first one, for 
instance, the no-longer-young wife, 
who falls passionately in love with a 
journalist, and, when she tells her 
husband that they can no longer go 
on living together, eventually sacri- 
fices her happiness for his sake, 
because he has all the appearance 
of being heartbroken.. He comes to 
her to tel) her that not only will he 
give her her liberty, but that he will 
give her the necessary cause for 
divorce, so that her own good name 
at least shall not be tarnished. And 
she believes his self-sacrifice, and, 
because she believes in it, she can- 
not allow him to do such a thing. 
She it must be who will renounce 
happiness. So she does renounce 
it—all to no purpose, however. For 
outside in the street the husband, 
on his way to town, is thinking 
savagely: ‘‘ Anyhow, it'll create a 
stir. The fellows will reckon I’ma 
bit of a dog. If people sus- 
pected that Ghent had cut me out 
with my own wife, I'd never be able 
to hold up my head again. . . . 
But I'll fix it so that she divorces 
me. They’ll be shocked a 
bit, of course, but wo eee 
threw out his chest, ‘let ’em; I'll 
teach ’em that I’m perhaps not 
such a dull stick as they guess!’” 
Excellent, too, is the story of the millionaire who, the evening 
before he is married, takes a girl—a girl of the streets he discovers 
her to be eventually—out to dinner, and of the innocent friendship 
which sprang up between them, a friendship which only ended 
by the girl dying of a dreadful disease. But every one of these 
stories strikes a somewhat novel note, so that we read the 
book with interest—and, maybe, are a trifle shocked at some of 
the “adventures.” But then, to be shocked is good for us, 
especially when we really and truly understand and sym- 
pathise — though we wouldn’t dare ‘tell our respectable 


neighbour of the fact. 


MR. RICHARD KING’S SUCCESSFUL BOOKS 


“WITH SILENT FRIENDS’’ (Seventeenth Edition), 5s. net. 
“PASSION AND POT POURRI”’ (Third Edition). 5s. net. 
The Second Book of ‘SILENT FRIENDS.”’ — 6s. net. 


Of all booksellers, 
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THE PERFECT PAIR . 
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ROUND AND ABOUT TOWN. 


HON. MRS. FERDINAND STANLEY 


With one of her sons. 


Lord Derby. 


LADY HARTINGTON 


Lord Salisbury’s younger daugh- 
ter, calling on her father-in-law, 
the Duke of Devonshire, who has 
come over from Canada for the 
wedding of his daughter 


She is Lord de Ramsey’s eldest daughter 
and the wife of the Hon. Ferdinand Stanley, who is brother to 
Her husband was formerly in the Grenadier 
Guards, and has been appointed Deputy-Director of Recruiting 


COLONEL THE HON. ALGERNON AND LADY 
MARY STANLEY 

Colonel Stanley is a younger brother of Lord Derby. 

His wife, Lady Mary, was the widow of Lord Crichton, 

who was killed in action in 1914. She is the third daughter 

of the late Duke of Westminster and aunt to “Bend Or” 
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Of Sidmouth Manor with her young daughter. 

weather has been a delight to those in town for the opening of 

the season, and the Park has presented an animated appearance 
with its crowd of Sunday morning promenaders 


MRS. BALFOUR 


The early svrine 


LADY BEATRIX WILKINSON 


Is the elder sister of Lord Pem- 

broke and the wife of Major 

Nevile Wilkinson of the Cold- 

stream Guards, who is Ulster 
King of Arms, 
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THE CAMERA IN SOCIETY. 
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Miss Compton Collier, West End Lane, N.W. 


MRS. DUDLEY WARD AND HER DAUGHTERS 


Mrs, Dudley Ward is a daughter of Colonel Charles Birkin, C.M.G., of Nottingham, and was married in 1913. Her husband, 

Mr. William Dudley Ward, who is a grandson of the late Lord Esher and cousin to Lord Dudley, has been the member for 

Southampton for a number of years, and is lieut.-commander in the R.N.R. He was a famous oarsman and blue at Cambridge, 

and rowed in the boat for three years. Mrs, Dudley Ward’s two daughters are named Penelope and Angela, She has a charming 
house in Great Cumberland Place 
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A DRESS SHOW 


A feature of the early spring are the dress shows of this famous couturiere. Mr. Claude Shepperson ha 
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ON THE MOVIES. 


Malcolm Arbuthnot, New Bond Street 


ANNETTE BENSON 


Who is starring in one of the “Around the Town” pictures which are now a feature of the cinema shows. She has also been 


engaged to play lead in a new British film, 


Miss Benson is in private life Mrs, Norman Penzer, her husband being a son of the 
Rural Dean of Brighton. 
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MISS PAULA GELLIBRAND 


The beautiful daughter of Mrs. W. Clarke Gellibrand of Drayton Court, S.W., in a very effective head-dress, which was designed 
for her by Elspeth Phelps of Albemarle Street 
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SILKS - SHEREVOILES - HANDKERCHIEFS 


Charming Colours, Delightful Designs, Economical Materials 


At all the best Drapers and Stores in London and the Provinces 
24 
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SOME SPORTSMEN AT AINTREE. 


Frank Morgan 
Araurcer 


Clonree, 


Mr F. 
Witte for. 


Se 


the most distressing mcident 
since the railwoy/ strike. 


AS SEEN BY FRED MAY 


Our versatile artist devoted his talents to a few turfites who were present for the Grand National last week. We haven’t the pleasure 

of Mr. Charlie Trigg’s acquaintance, but in case the suggestion of libel enters his mind, we would like to anticipate any proceedings 

by apologising. Mr. F. Parker is a keen sportsman who was a former mayor of Northampton, while Mr. F. Withington, the 

well-known jockey and trainer of ’chasers, who looks as though he was on a good thing, is seen in close proximity to the trainer 
of Clonree, Mr. Frank Morgan. 
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A. Jarman, Bury St. Edmunds 
MISS ELSPETH MALCOLM 


Is the:elder daughter of Sir James and 
Lady Malcolm of Tostock Place, Suffolk, 
and was presented last season. Her 
father became an official at the Ministry 


IN TOWN @ OUT 


By Christopher. 


E have had in town 
an interesting visi- 
tor in Lady Mary 


Corbally, who ar- 
rived before Easter from 
Rathbeal Hall, Swords, co. 
Dublin. She is the Earl of 
Cottenham’s aunt, and mar- 
ried, in 1910, Mr. Elias Cor- 
bally, a member of an ancient 
family of the county Dublin. 
She and her mother, widow 
of the third earl, were con- 
verted to the Roman Catholic 
Church a number of years 
ago, a fact which was taken 
rather badly by some mem- 
bers of'the family. The will 


in Suffolk is Carleton Hall, 
Saxmundham, but Stafford- 
shire was the spring of his 
honoured family. It was 
his ancestor, Thomas Lane, 
of Bentley Hall, who shel- 
tered Charles II. after the 
Battle of Worcester, and 
whoseplucky, daughter Jane, 
took the fugitive king to 
Bristol disguised as 
groom. She received as 
reward an annuity of £1,000 
a year, which was £5,500 
in arrears when she died—a 
characteristicsequel to kingly 
generosity in those days. 
Sir Ronald enjoyed an im- 


her, 
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Bertram Park 


ROBSON 
Is shortly to be married to Major John 


HON. DIANA 


Snowdon Robson of the ‘‘Gunners,” 
eldest son of the late Mr. John Robson 
of Whitley, Northumberland. She is the 


of Munitions in 1916. His elder son and of the late earl, Lady Mary's mense popularity in the 

heir is married to Lord Digby’sdaughter, brother, who died a year army. He was known as 
. Geraldine “ 

ago, ex- . ‘ Row- 

cluded Glaspie 


from benefit any son of his embracing the Roman 
Catholic faith. Lady Mary is a very clever lin- 
guist, as becomes a member of the famous family 
to which Samuel Pepys, the diarist, belonged ; 
she has often played in amateur performances of 
French plays. 
* = 
@= of the new sheriffs is Sir Dennis Bayley— 
or Readett-Bayley, as he is now styled—the 
coalowner and ironmaster, who married the 
daughter of Sir John Turney, the great Midland 
manufacturer, and was knighted in 1918 for his 
organisation of the Dennis Bayley Fund for the 
Transport of Wounded. He resides at Hun- 
manby Hall, near Filey, a Queen Anne house 
owned formerly by the Mitfords, and before that 
by the Osbaldestons, but he sold part of the 
estate early this year. It was a matter of great 
regret to Yorkshire hunting folk that, after under- 
taking the mastership of the Staintondale Hunt 
last autumn, and purchasing from Miss Somerville 
(part author of the Reminiscences of an Irish 
R.M.) the noted West Carbery pack, Sir Dennis 
was obliged, for business reasons, to resign at the 
end of the year. 


* 


* * * 

[ete acceptance by the aged Duke of Grafton 

of a deputy-lieutenancy of Suffolk is a sequel 
to the placing of his Northamptonshire estates in 
the market last autumn. He has now very little 
personal interest in the Stony Stratford district, 
not sharing his late father’s affection for Wake- 
field 
Lodge, 
where 
tbat 
splendid 
veteran 
of the 
peerage 
died. 
Indeed, 


Lallie Charles 
E. K. DIGBY 


HON. MRS. 


Who recently presented her husband with 
a daughter, is the youngest daughter of 
Lord Aberdare, her sisters being Lady 
Bradford and Lady Belper. She is_ the 
wife of Lord Digby’s eldest son and heir, 
who is a major in the Coldstream Guards 
and has a war record of twice wounded, 
despatches, M.C. with bar, D.8.O., and 
Croix de Guerre 


‘tained 


youngest daughter of Lady Robson, 
whose husband died in 1918, when his 
title became extinct 


Lane, on account of his high spirits. Of his cool 
humour I have heard this story. During the 
Zulu War, Lane, disputing the contention of a 
war correspondent that the Zulus were crushed, 
bet him £10 that they would fight again. Soon 
afterwards the Zulus attacked with disconcerting 
ferocity. When they were within 200 yards of the 
British force and going strong, Lane sang out to 
the correspondent, ‘‘I say, as we don’t seem 
likely to get out of this square, I'll trouble you 
to hand over that tenner now.” 
* * * 

M eanwhile, a Suffolk neighbour of Sir Ronald, 

namely, Sir Gerald Ryan of Hintlesham 
Hall, has been appointed a sheriff of the county. 
In the professional world Sir Gerald is a great 
insurance authority, being general manager of 
the Phoenix and a past-president of the Institute 
of Actuaries. I note, too, that Colonel Lionel 
Hanbury, of Hitcham House, Burnham, is now 
sheriff for the County of London. He is senior 
partner in Wood, Field and Hanbury, hop 
merchants, of Mark-lane, and a director of the 
Bank of England; his father left him the bulk of 
his fortune of £400,000 in 1913. . Another 
interesting new sheriff is Mr. J. P. Houfton, of 
Park Hall, Mansfield Woodhouse, Notts, the man 
who developed a Virgin coalfield into the Bolsover 
Colliery, the biggest coal-producing pit in the 
world. He is its manager, and extremely popular 
with the miners, who have never forgotten that 
for every new pit opened under Mr. Houfton’s 
direc- 
tion he 
caused 
a model 
village 
to be 
built 
and 
main- 


Bassano, Ltd. 
MISS R. M. BUXTON 


Who is one of the season's débutantes, 
is the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Gerald 
Buxton of Birch Hall, Theydon Bois. 
Her mother was a daughter of the late 
Sir Joseph Pease, whilst her father is 
cousin to Sir Thomas Fowell Buxton of 
Waltham Abbey and Cromer 


Euston Hall, Thetford, his 
Suffolk house, is by far the 
grander of the Grafton 
seats. The great red-brick 
house erected by Lord 
Arlington in Charles II.’s 
reign was burnt down some 
years ago, but the rebuilt 
mansion is a very fine one, 
and the estate is nearly forty 
miles round. The largest 
wood in Suffolk—Fakenham 
Wood--is included in it. 
* * * 
he duke has for a col- 
league among the de- 
puty - lieutenants for the 
county Major-General Sir 
Ronald B. Lane, and it is a 
sad coincidence that both 
have lost their only sons in 
the war. Sir Ronald's stake 
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by the company. 
* * 


[3% Mackenzie David- 
son, widowed last year 
by the death of Sir James 
Mackenzie Davidson, the 
distinguished surgeon, is 
travelling in Argentina with 
her daughter, Mrs. Bernhard 
Potter. She is an experi- 
enced globe-trotter, and the 
trip is relied upon to mend 
her health considerably. 
Lady Mackenzie Davidson 
is an earnest intellectual. 
She distinguished herself at 
Edinburgh University as a 
girl, and is now a member 
of the Royal Institution, 


with a keen interest in 
all women’s’ educational 
movements. 


Malcolm Arbuthnot 
MISS VIOLET BOLES 


Is a daughter of Lieut.-Colonel Dennis 

Boles, who has been the Unionist member 

for West Somerset since 1911, and was 

formerly commanding the 3rd Battalion, 

Devonshire Regiment. Colonel Boles 

is master of the West Somerset Hounds 
and the Quantock Staghounds 
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Maicolm Arbuthnot 


MISS BIRDIE COURTNEY 


The pretty young actress who is to make her reappearance on 
the London stage in a new forthcoming production by Messrs. 
Grossmith and Laurillard 


Children and the Drama. 
HAT with special matinées in aid of Blinded Soldiers’ 
Children, the Blind Babies, and the Unwanted 
Children, together with nearly all the new plays 
centring round the theme of women kindly adding 
to the nation’s wealth and the domestic drama by presenting the 
world with a family before they have properly secured a husband 
—it really seems as if the theatre were soon to become the 
dramatic picture of a créche. The latest (at the time of 
writing, anyway) addition to the eternal “baby problem” is 
Mr. Herbert Thomas’ new play for “adults only,” ‘“ Sinners 
Both,’’ which Miss Violet Melnotte brought to the Kingsway 
Theatre the other evening on what, I prophesy, will be a very 
brief visit. Apart from a certain monotony inseparable from 
a play which has four acts and only two characters, talking at 
each other all the while, I cannot see that the play serves any 
purpose, useful or otherwise. It is not even as if this drama of 
a sexual intrigue had the ignorance and impetuosity of youth 
to give it raison d’étre. The man and the woman, even on the 
stage, look little short of fifty years of age. The man, otherwise 
the Reverend Ebenezer Jones, is one of those emotional, canting 
ministers who preach purity and all that sort of thing, the 
while an illegitimate baby of his own is so well on the way to 
his earthly home that the mother, a,mature widow, threatens, as 
it were, to lay it on his breakfast-table like an egg!—there and 
then—should he still refuse to make an “ honest woman ” of her. 
Perhaps one would have felt more sympathy with this erring 
middle-aged couple had one known the circumstances which 
led up to their sudden temptation. But by the time the play 
opens, the man is already calling his late paramour merely 
“Mrs. Hutchings,” and she speaks to him as “ Mr. Jones” —which 
sounds as if their “ affair”’ belonged to the years-and-years-ago. 
Yet it is apparently of such recent date that Mrs. Hutchings 
comes with the baby linen all prepared, ready at any minute to 
retire for a few moments and return with a new-born infant in 
her arms. However, that is all by the way. What is important 
is that the Reverend Jones refuses to marry Mrs. Hutchings, and 
she, on her part, declares that she will make him do something 
for her, simply by refusing to budgefrom his house. If sheremains 
and gives birth to a-child—well, his congregation will know; 
and if he kiils her—they will still get to know why he committed 
the crime! So there is nothing else for him to do but to marry 
her—and hope the congregation is not too good at arithmetic ! 
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THE PASSING 
SHOWS. 


Well, eventually the elderly syren has her ‘baby—after being 
knocked down by the Rev. Jones. And this baby eventually 
provides the link which draws them together to the bonds of 
Holy Matrimony. That is all. And I am bound to confess that 
there seems little excuse for it or purpose served by this 
picture of a sordid intrigue of middle age. Add to which, the ‘ 
almost inevitable monotony of only two characters talking at 
each other through four fairly long acts—and you have a play 
which is distinctly clever as to means, but frankly dull so far as 
its “end” is concerned. If only one might learn something 
from it, all might have been better. But one learns nothing. 
It is just the picture of two very elderly people having hada 
sordid affair of sex, resulting in an illegitimate baby—which, 
perhaps, was rather clever of the woman, anyway, seeing that 
she looked scarcely a day under fifty—and the determination of 
the woman to be kept by the man for all her troubie, and his 
equal determination not to do so if, at the same time, he can 
preserve his “good name” among the members of his flock, 
Mr. Herbert Thomas and Miss Frances Ivor certainly struggle 
to give life to the sordid interest of this plot, and, so far as 
admirable acting goes, succeed triumphantly. But, as I said 
before, the monotony of having the same two characters on the 
stage all the time has a dreary effect at length. Indeed, it was 
quite delightful to hear the minister’s housekeeper (who, 
however, never appears) knocking on the door occasionally. If 
only she had come in just once; or even a cat, or a bird had 
sung in the garden—that would have been a relief. But the 
stage was occupied all the time by these two elderly people, 
arguing around and around the rights and wrongs of their own 
sordid love-affair, and which shall bear the responsibility. Well, 
perhaps those words which once had magic, “‘ For adults only,” 
will attract the public. I’m afraid the play won't. 


(Continued on p. xii) 


Malcolm Arbuthnot 


MISS JEANNETTE SHERWIN 


Is the daughter of the grand opera prima donna, Madame Amy 

Sherwin. She is leaving for India next month, where she will 

play Juliet, Portia, and other Shaksperean roles on a tour with 
Mr. H. B. Waring, who is opening at Simla early in May 
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we DERFULLY refreshing and 
ppien'y Eastern, Wana-Ranee 
appeals with a mystic charm 
that is both rare and exquisite. It is a 
perfume with a personality and 


A Dream of 


Oriental Fragrance 


Embodied: in a luxurious variety of 
toilet requisites, it is especially welcome 
to the woman who appreciates harmony 
in her personal appointments. 


Perfume, 4/6, 9/-, 17/6, 27/6, and 52/6 per bottle ; 

Hair Lotion, 7/9; Toilet Water, 7/-; Face Powder, 94d. and 1/4; 
Dental Cream, 1/4; Soap, 1/- and 1/9 per tablet ; 
Cachous, 63d. ; Sachets, 73d. ; Toilet Cream, 1/3; 

Bath Crystals, 3/6 and 6/3; Shampoo Powders, 3d. each ; 
Powder Leaf Books, 74d. ; Brilliantine, 2/- 


Of all Chemists and Perfumers. 


J. Grossmith & Son, Ltd., 


Distillers of Perfumes and Fine Soap Makers. 


Newgate St., LONDON. 
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H. Walter Barnett 


MISS NETTA WESTCOTT 


Has just completed a year’s engagement in “Joy Bells’’ at the 
Hippodrome, where she successfully understudied Miss Shirley 
Kellogg and other leading artists besides playing her own part. 
She is to appear in the new revue, “ Johnny Jones and his Sister 
Sue,’ which is to be produced at the Alhambra in May 


R. PETT RIDGE tells a story regarding a man who 
always wrangled with his wife about the money he 
brought home on pay night. When his wife was 
especially troublesome about the smallness of the 

amount he handed over to her for housekeeping he always 
threatened to go and hang himself. His wife at last grew tired 
of the mere threat, so on one occasion when he arrived home 
with an unusually small sum she told him to go and hang 
himself. 
looking very determined, he took it from her and departed. 
Some time afterwards she found him in an outhouse. He had 
tied one end of the rope to a rafter, and with the other tied 
round his waist was revolving gently in mid-air. “ What are 
you doing?” she asked. ‘‘ Hanging myself,” he told her sternly. 
“Oh,” she said, as though only mildly interested, “but you 
ought to tie it round your neck and not round your waist.” 
Calling as much dignity to his aid as was possible under the 
circumstances, he replied, ‘‘ Well, I tried it that way and I 


couldn’t breathe.” 
* * * 


“[he small girl was kneeling beside her bed solemnly saying 

her prayers, when her brother stole softly up behind her 
and tugged her hair. Without turning her head, the child 
paused and said, “Please, Lord, excuse me while I smack 


Bobbie.” 
* * * 


gentleman out hunting in Ireland came across a lady 

friend whose hair had come down, and she asked him if 
he could anyhow find her a hairpin. “I daresay I could get 
one at that cottage over there,” he said, pointing to one close 
by. Going over to the cottage and knocking at the door, he 
was answered by an old man, who turned out to be very deaf. 
“ Have you got such a thing as a, hairpin?” asked the gentle- 
man. “A what?” said the old man. “A hairpin,” repeated 
the other. ‘“‘ Bedad,’’ was the reply, “I haven’t seen a hare for 
the last year.’”’ ‘“ No, no,’ said the gentleman rather impatiently, 
“T mean a pin for a lady’s hair. Let me see your wife; I’m 
sure she must have one.’ “ Then I’m sure she hasn’t,”’ replied 
the old man; “she’s been dead for the last twelve years.” 


She even offered him the rope to do it with, and, . 
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AND 
SQUEARK. 


BUBBLE 


At one of the chaplaincies abroad, the chaplain was a Scot- 
man, who resented any innovation in the service. A 
generous member of the congregation, thinking it would be 
desirable to have the lessons read from a lectern instead of 
from the prayer desk, presented the church with a handsome 
brass one in the form of an eagle. The minister, however, did 
not take kindly to it, and declined to use it the first morning, but 
towards evening he relented, and at the close of the service he 
astonished and entertained his congregation by giving out the 
following: ‘TI’ give notice that on Sabbath next the wurrd of 
God will be read from that burrd.” 
* * * 
wo young men were coming away from a party where the 
principal subject of conversation had been Italian art and 
artists. Said one to the other: “You rather showed your 
ignorance, old chap, didn’t you, when you were asked whether 
you liked Botticelli, and you replied that you preferred Chianti?” 
“Well, what was wrong about that?’’ inquired the other. 
“Why, you silly ass,” was the illuminating reply, “ Botticelli 
isn’t a wine, it’s'a cheese.” 
* * * 
A\ though Mr. James Carew of the Hepworth Pictures is well 
known in the vicinity of Walton-on-Thames as “ Jimmy,” 
he was the means of giving the assistants in the local music 
shop a bit of a scare recently. One morning there stalked into 
the shop a weird and awesome person whose kit seemed to 
consist of a couple of yards of some glaring oriental fabric, a 
huge turban, and a broad grin, who made direct for a large 
mirror hanging on the wall. However, when he turned to them 
with an apologetic smile, and informed them in tones that at 
once dispelled their fears that his “wig had wobbled,” they 


discovered that it was Mr. Carew disguised as a “ Genii.” 
(Continued on p. xxiv) 


MISS MARJORIE STEVENS 


Is the new principal dancer in the third edition of “Joy Bells’’ at 

the Hippodrome. She appears in the pretty and original “ Little 

Chicks’’ scene, and is presented to our readers as one of the 
nicest Easter eggs they could desire 
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From George the Third 
To George the Fifth 
One Hundred years long 
Born 1820. Still going strong. 
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JOHNNIE WALKER TRAVEL SERIES NO 4.—AT ADEN. 


Tourist: ‘ Well! you are entitled to a high position.” 


Jounnie Watker: “Quite so. For One Hundred years it has always been one of my privileges 
to take away the hump.” 


Guaranteed same quality all over the world. 


| 
JOHN WALKER & SONS, LTD., Scorch Wuisxy Distitrers, KILMARNOCK, SCOTLAND. | 
j 
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= = y___ PERSONALITIES IN THE PARK 


Left to right are seen the venerable Lord Mersey, who is in his eightieth year, 
talking to Lord Lansdowne, who is convalescing after his bad illness, and Lord 
Lambourne talking to Lady Lansdowne. Lord and Lady Lansdowne celebrated 


their golden wedding a few months ago 


The Complete Pilot. 
NE of the greatest pilots that ever lived—a credit tohis country 
O and an ornament to the Royal Air Force—is the celebrated 
“Crasher” Jones, who now enjoys, I believe, the giddy 
altitude of a squadron-leader—a rank far below that to which 
his peculiar virtues should have taken him. Crasher Jonés is not his 
baptismal name (nor, as a matter of fact, his real name at all), it was 
a name acquired, singularly enough, by one who, in many thousands 
of hours flying, never so much as scratched his finger. After a wreck 
his person would be seen emerging unhurt from the,heap of firewood, 
fabric, and twisted wires—an extraordinarily valuable lesson in the 
policy of “safety first.” Many people stilf believe that ‘‘ Crasher ” 
was an unusual family patronymic that was merely lived up to, and 
it is recorded that a Frenchman, under this impression, addressed a 
letter to him as ‘‘ M. Crasheur Jones” in. the most perfect good faith. 
Crasher Jones, however, has a record to be proud of. In one season 
alone it iscomputed that he cleaned upat least one hundred thousand 
pounds worth of aeroplanes, and it is said that if he had really tried 
he could have rendered the existence of an Aircraft Disposal Board 
entirely unnecessary as far as machines were concerned. His 
knowledge of landing was so perfect that he could practically 
guarantee that no ‘bus he ever flew would ever be used again. Yet, 
above ground, Crasher’s handling of the stick was only equalled by 
his indomitable grit. Once some pupils were having shooting 
practice and had to dive hard on the target; the wings of one of 
the machines folded back, and there was a tragedy. Crasher 
promptly took another 'bus of the‘same type up, and for about an 
hour-and-a-half dived and dived and dived on the target just to 
show that it had been a very unusual accident. But his greatest 
feat of all was accomplished at what we will call Hanwell Aero- 
drome. Thither he was gaily flipping about mid-day. Everybody 
at the station had gone in to lunch, and the regular surface of 
the thousand acres of flat smooth ground was broken only by a 
single lame duck, a ‘bus with a broken wheel, that a pupil had 
left out after a poor landing. Crasher Jones, with half 2 county 
to choose his pitch from, landed fair and square on the top of 
this machine, reducing it literally to its constituent elements, and 
completely ‘‘ writing off” his own aeroplane into the bargain. 
Crasher was untouched, but furious, and promptly stopped the 
leave of the pupil who had been guilty of such gross carelessness. 
“How the H——l,” he cried, “can you expect me to make a 
decent landing when you go and leave your damn machine smack 
in the very middle of the aerodrome? ” 


* * * 

The Art of Dazzle. 
‘[ be mere fact that a committee appointed by the Government 

has actually been considering—though it has arrived at no 
conclusions about—glaring head-lamps is enough to show that 
there is going to be something doing in this line—most likely some 
repressive statute that will allow a maximum of half a candle- 
power to be used behind three thicknesses of newspaper, or some- 
thing of that sort. The tip was obviously good enough to act on; 
indeed, I believe the preliminary report was meant to be a tip, 
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PETROL 
VAPOUR 


By Captain W. G. 
Aston. 


a dozen anti-dazzle devices of various types and 
various nationalities. In this matter they were quite 
disinterested, as they don’t make a contrivance of 
this sort themselves, but they wanted to show to 
what extent these things are useful, or useless, as the 
case may be. Some had front glasses built up of 
laminations, some had peculiar prismatic formations 
moulded on the lens, others had a sort of Venetian- 
blind arrangement of horizontal metal slats, black on 
the top side and polished underneath—but all, to 
my mind, were disappointing in this respect, that if 
they stopped the dazzle effect at a reasonable dis- 
~ tance, they also stopped most of the illumination. 
However, some were very distinctly better than 
others, and when the accurate photometric records 
which were taken have been investigated, a promising 
line of research will no doubt be indicated. Let’s 
hope so, at all events, for unless the outcry against 
glaring head-lamps—which, in my opinion, comes 
more from the towns than from the country districts 
—is abated, we shall find our motoring liberties 
restricted in yet another direction. I’m inclined to 
think that the fault lies at the door of the car manu- 
facturers, who nowadays fit, asa rule, such absurdly 
inefficient side-lamps that you cannot drive with any safety unless 
the head-lamps are on too, even in lighted towns. Every car ought 
to have side-lamps that will give enough light for at least twenty- 
five miles an hour. Meantime C.A.V.’s are to be congratulated 
and thanked for organising an important trial in a wholly public- 
spirited manner. 
* * * 
The Park. 
ie one way the news that the ridiculous twelve-mile-an-hour speed 
limit in the parks is to go by the board (or, rather, by the First 
Commissioner of Works) is good. In another way it isn’t. The slops 
in the parks have been quite sensible lately, and you could do twenty- 
five with a reasonable amount of security. Now “the speed limit is 
to be strictly enforced,” so that ‘means slowing down again, and 
possibly the clicking of stop- watches will be heard within the burgeoning 
thickets. However, it’s a move in the right direction, but I wish I 
could see in it more indication that the speed-limit idea was to be 
chucked altogether. What about that firm promise, Sir Eric ? 
* * * 
Achievement. 
(Ce J. T. C. Moore-Brabazon, M.P., now better known as 
“ Brab,” is really a very wonderful man. He goes to Germany 
to see the Revolution, he has a dog which jumps into the back page 
(Continued on b. xxvi) 


LORD MILNER IN PALESTINE 


but the motoring associations were evidently too busy to do any- 
thing about it, and it was left to private enterprise to do a work 
of public importance. Last Monday night C. A. Vandervell and 
Co, took out a large party to dinner, and afterwards gave a very 
complete demonstration, under proper road conditions, of about 


Lord Milner has paid a visit to Jerusalem and travelled from Cairo to 

the Ramleh aerodrome, where this photograph was obtained, in a 

Handley-Page aptly named “‘ The Bedouin.’’ He was accompanied by 

three other machines, and is seen with the commander of the Air 
Force in Egypt 
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TOOT AL 
GUARANTEED FABRICS 


Each carries its 
Name on Selvedge 


TOBRALCO £(rega.). The Cotton 
Wash-Dress Fabric in white and indelible 
color designs. Specially recommended fur 
children’s hard wear. 27-28 inches, 2/6 per 


yard. 

TULLE (Reed.). The 
Quauty Cotton Fabric for Home-Sewn 
Lingerie and Baby-wear. 40 inches wide, in 
three weights. Standard 2/3, Fine 2/9, 
Superfine 3/3 per yard. 


TOOTAL PIQUE ‘re tmper- 
sonation of Quality. White and indelile 
colors, double width, 43-44 inches wide, 
5/6 per yard. 


TOOTAL SHIRTINGS 
; FOR MEN & WOMEN 
MEN’S READY-TO-WEAR _ SHIRTS, 
can be obtained at leading hosiers in two 
uiltties of Tootal Shirting, identified by 
ed or Blue Label on every Shirt. Formerly 
known as Tootal Shirts. 
BY THE YARD—only Blue Label Quality, 
32 inches wide. 3/- per yard. 


WAMRIT (Rega.). The Indelible Voile 
im many refined designs and indelible colors, 
40 inches wide. 3/3 per yard. 


HANDKERCHIEFS 


(Regd.) for ladies. Self-white and indelivie 
color border designs —all hemstitched, 
g4d. each. Label on every “ Lissue.’’ 


NDKERCHIEFS 
(Regd.) for men. In cambric finish. White 
and indelible color borders—all hemstitc!.cd. 
1/3 each. Label on every ‘‘ Pyramid.” 


r 
OVA HANDKERCHIEFS 
(Regd.) for men. The silky handkercni-1 in 
white and smart color printed borders. 
Fully guaranteed on the box lid. 1/3 each. 
Label on every ‘* Lova."' 


TOOTAL CLOTH 


The guaranteed cotton velvet fabric. 
27 inches wide, Cord and Plain; 44 inches 
wide, Plain only. 
These goods set a standard of undeviat- 
ing reliability in color, wash, and wear. 
They have maintained it despite the 
difficulties of the past War years. 
They will ever maintain it. - 


SOUND: VALUE 


Whether goods are sound value or not is determined by their service as well as by their 
price. The real worth of cotton fabrics is measured by their resistance to wash and 
to wear. These qualities are assured by insisting upon goods bearing the Tootal Sel- 
vedge Mark or Label ; they are guaranteed to give absolute satisfaction. 


All the Tootal Guaranteed Fabrics, listed above, are selvedge marked or otherwise 
branded so that they may be readily identified at any retailer’s counter. Ask for them 
‘and you will avoid all the risks of unsound material or dye. 


Men everywhere are pleased with the new ready-to-wear shirts that now replace the well-known “ Tootal Shirts.”” Made of 
Tootal Shirtings by leading shirt-makers, these are identified by the maker’s trademark over Tootals’ guarantee :—‘ Replaced 
yma £8 by & » y & i 

if color tade’.” 


MOO PAL GUARANTEED COTTON. FABRICS 


TOOTAL BROADHURST Eee COMPANY LTD... MANCHESTER 
LONDON OFFICE: 32, CHEAPSIDE, E.C.z. : 
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IR WILLIAM ROBERTSON having gone 
S home, our new G.O.C. in Cologne is Lieut.- 
General Sir Thomas Morland (no room for all 
the well-merited initials after his name). Years 
ago —before some of the garrison were born or 
thought of—Sir Thomas was a dashing young subal- 
tern in the 60th. He once put in a bit of time on the 
West Coast, and established a record by asking to 
stay there when his tour of duty was finished. The 
War Office, however, thought otherwise. Perhaps 
this was just as well, since, West Africa not being 
exactly a health resort, we might not have him here 
to-day to keep things up to the scratch, 
* * 


* 
ts PD) emobbes ” is taking heavy toll of the Rhine 
Army just now. Even the fur-collared and 
red-tabbed members of G.H.Q. are not immune; 
and all day long there is a procession of cars and 
taxis laden with the once exalted en route for “ dis- 
persal.” Many of the departing warriors do not 
took too happy at the prospect. The trouble is, I 
fancy, they are discovering from comrades who have 
preceded them that ability to write ‘‘ passed to you, 
please,” and similar thrilling observations, does not 
necessarily command staff rates of pay in civil life. 
* * * 
Ve although the Cologne garrison is so much 
reduced, there seem to be just as many cars as 
ever, filled with important people like staff captains 
and canteen colonels, dashing along the “ring,” or 
parked outside the VI. Corps Club. This latter, 
together with the humbler “ Annexe’’ (with Major 
Tatlow in charge), continues to be a popular resort. 
Both institutions, by the way, are so much in the 
movement that the committees have introduced 
“jazz teas,’’ and weekly dances are also held on 
Saturday evenings. . These always draw cheery 
crowds. 
* * * 
Ne the latest dances are not yet included in the 
curriculum of the Rhine Army Educational 
College (or, for that matter, in the syllabus of Sand- 
hurst and Woolwich), there is a fine opportunity for 
a bevy of instructors who have settled among us. 


Cro Military & Naval Tailors * 
of OLD BOND ST LONDON WG 


CHAT FROM COLOGNE. 


These instructors, among the best known of whom is 
Miss Paula Desborough, are really instructresses, 
and they seem to be coining money. At any rate, 
one enterprising lady, who charges a trifle of 
150 marks a lesson, tells me she is working eight 


Elliott & Fry 
HON. MRS. HORNSBY 


Who was formerly the Hon. Muriel 

Strutt and is sister to Lord Belper, 

was married in 1916. She is the wife 

of Major Frank Hornsby of the 
“*Gunners” 


hours a day, and is fully booked up for a month 
ahead. I looked in at her ‘“‘studio’’ the other 
afternoon, and found an elderly colonel solemnly 
revolving on his axis to the strains of a gramophone, 
and exhaustedly murmuring, “‘ One, two, three—one, 
two, three!’’ This is the spirit that merits the 
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By ‘* Tabs.” 


D.S.O. (‘‘ Dancing Service Order’’), 
O.B.E.’s have been awarded for less. 
* * * 

[Despite the onslaught of demob., all the bright 

brains have not yet gone from us. G.H.Q. 
staff is still full of talent. Thus, one of their 
number, Captain Inge, has just written a ‘‘ Rhine 
Army Song ’’ (dedicated by permission to Sir William 
Robertson), with the necessary music composed by 
a lady member of the local Y.M.C.A. concert party. 
All the best batmen are singing it. Literary 
tendencies are also suspected to be incubating among 
others of the red-tabbed; and I shouldn't be 
surprised if one of them didn’t write a novel before 
long. 


Anyway, 


* * * 


he Allied Officers’ Club (otherwise known as the 
‘*Subalterns’ Solace’’) has just had its first 
birthday. Of course, the event had to be celebrated ; 
and very well celebrated it was, too, with a dinner 
and dance and concert combined. The function was 
a most cheery one, the genial Captain Coste acting 
as O.C. everything, and the cocktail-mixer worked 
overtime. Altogether, a real success, especially the 
sudden arrival on the scene of G.H.Q. jazz band. 
* * * 
Spa ecan sey emerging into the Dom Platz during 
the small hours, a highly scientific discussion 
was raised between a brigadier and a chaplain as to 
the precise number of towers on the cathedral. The 
latter was quite positive that three were clearly 
visible. As all the official photographs only show 
two, it is thought that the padre must have been 
the victim of a curious optical illusion. It is, how- 
ever, one that is frequently observable after late 
nights at the club. 
* * * 
ayene British Rhine Army Amateur Dramatic Com- 
pany, with Lieut. Esme Percy (who is well 
known in civil life on what eminent actors call ‘‘ the 
boards ’’) at their head, are going stronger than ever 
this season. They ‘‘function’’ at the Deutsches 
Theatre, where the budding Hamlets and George 
Robeys among the garrison display their histrionic 
(Continued on p. xxvi) 


BUSINESS WITH PLEASURE 


in a pretty girl’s album. 


amusing, of course, but not business.” 


madness. 


would not be accepted. 
Let me be blunt in my statistics. 


when I was adolescent—sixteen years ago. 


it is simply the fruits of the figures. 


* cg * 


artistic success. 
are the best procurable in Europe. 
Dress Suits from £18 18s. 


(ex Snlerrupled Ga eign 


Go meet the many requests, a reproduction of this Picture 


ts now published’in colour, 17''x 12", at Is, 


youngest in the West End, but it now easily the largest of its kind. 
From 1903 to 1909 it increased 500 per cent. ; 


from 1909 to 1919 it increased 1,000 per cent., or 5,000 per cent. since the first year. 
This could not have been achieved without advertising, nor could it even then have been 
achieved without unique, subtle and artistic advertising. 


By H. DENNIS BRADLEY. 


DVERTISEMENT and Business are still on the verge of adolescence, still “standing 
with reluctant feet where brook and river meet,” as some sentimentalist once wrote 


(There is, unfortunately, no record of the pretty girl’s strictly private comment.) ~ 

To strike the personal note for once, once or twice have I been gently rebuked for the 
levity, the apparent inconsequence of my method of advertising. 

One or two self-styled well-wishers have hinted that my advertisements are 


“* very 


I have never paid much attention to them; it is one of my supreme vanities to believe 
that I know my own business best, and I have a regard for my own individual method of 


To defend my madness and disprove my imbecility I will become semi-serious for the 
moment and state some cold facts and calculated figures. 

Ido so not in any arrogant or vulgar spirit but merely as argument; and I am wise 
enough to know that unless I could show the material or commercial fruits my argument 
It’s such a damnably materialistic world. 

The business of Pope and Bradley is really one of the 


It was originated by me 


I do not ask you to forgive the ego, 


These figures interest me—now and again—because they show the development and the 
progress of the commercial ‘side of Business and Advertisement. 
they so impudently refute the assertion made in the Press Club recently that my 
advertisements were ‘‘ Clever but of no commercial value.” 


They amuse me because 


* a * 


I seldom make an ordinary commercial statement, because materialism bores me. 
Therefore, I make no apology on this occasion for disclosing the fundamental reason of 
This can be given in a dozen words—the clothes produced by this House 
Lounge Suits from £12 12s. 
Riding Breeches from £5 15s. 6d. 


Dinner Suits from £16 16s. 


14: OLD BOND STREET W 
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good idea of the scene. 


The. newspaper advertisement for this Ball runs :—“ The number of Tickets 
are limited, price 10/6 each. Gentlemen and Ladies are requested to order their 
Coachmen to set down and take up in Oxford Street, with their horses’ heads 
towards the Park. The great door in Poland Street is reserved for Ladies’ Chairs 


only. A new-door is made near it for Hackney Chairs.” 


The Poland Street entrance for Sedan Chairs exists at the present day, and 
the Pantheon is now, and has been for the last 
fifty years, the property and Head Office of ; 
the well-known VVine Merchants, 


y 
A Masquerade Scene in the Pantheon, 1772. 
Reproduced from a coloured print by Charles White, 1773. 
This picture depicts many extraordinary and grotesque costumes, and gives a 


VAIN. 


on 
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0 Simple Fashions, 
VERYONE will be delighted 

with the simplicity of the 

dresses en évidence in Come 

Out of the Kitchen, at the 

Strand Theatre. Miss Gertrude 
Elliott appears in a rust-red crépe 

.. frock with a tunic shirt, innocent of 
all drapery, the corsage arranged with 

a boat-shaped décolletage. Never has she 
looked more charming than in her butcher- 
blue overall; it silhouettes the figure, and 
would look well if worn on the river with a 
shady hat. Neatness is the salient feature 
of Miss Maud Buchanan’s dress in the 
first scene. The fabricating medium is 
walnut-brown gabardine; it is cut in one 
piece with long, tight-fitting sleeves, rein- 
forced with a becomingly shaped blue-and- 
brown sash with pendant ends. | 


The Vogue for Things Plissé. 
iss Molly Hawley-Clifford dons a 
pretty love -in-the-mist blue 
georgette dress. In front the skirt is 
arranged with two flissé flounces, 
and there is a floating panel at the 
back, A daring touch of colour is 


introduced by a tangerine ribbon sash, ~ 


which is loosely knotted on one side. Her 


little pale primrose-coloured evening dress 


is fascinating; ribbon streamers depend 
from the waist, misted with silk net. 
* * * 


Dresses that Please. 

“T*here is much to interest the well- 
dressed woman in Paquin’s collection 

of gowns in Dover Street, W., which were 


This becoming toque 
may be worn with 
comfort on the wind- 
iest day; it is of 
brown pampas grass 

‘ with a_ tassel de- 
pending from it. Sketched at John 
Barker and Co.’s 


\ dress. 

)\ cloth, was donned over a black charmeuse 

dress supplemented with a tablier of white ° 

) plissé georgette. 
* 
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OF FASHION. 


By M, E. Brooke. 


recently shown to a privileged few. There 
was no lack of variety ; every type of figure 
had received the utmost consideration. 
There were many examples of the long 
redingote. Ultra-distinctive was one of 
black cloth, with panels of buttons at the 
side, with a collar of white monkey fur. 


The beauty of line 
is revealed in a 
most appealing 
manner in this 
shady pedal 
straw hat 
trimmed with 
aerophane ribbon 
and Tr :0.S é. 
Sketched at John 
Barker and Co.'s 


It was worn over a. draped white satin 
Another redingote, also of black 


* * 
A Variety of Panels, 
here were a variety of panels intro- 
duced ; they were of different lengths, 
arranged irregularly; some were square, 
some were oblong, and some were oval. 
Neither must it be forgotten that in many 
instances the skirts had more trimming at 
the back than in front. The bustle was 
more than suggested in a large blue-and- 
white check taffeta dress; the under-skirt 
was plissé, while the over-skirt was turned 
back in true washerwoman’s style, the 
ends being arranged to suggest a bustle, 
and were held in position with blue rib- 


ii 


‘mass of frills. 


bons, Enormous white ruffles gave Bi 
a pretty finish to the décolletage 
and sleeves. 
* * * 
Bouquets of Lilies, i 
t was.a pretty compliment on the ) 
part of the powers-that-be at av) 
Gooch’s, in the Brompton Road, to 0 


' present all visitors to their dress 


parade with a bunch of lilies of the valley. 
The majority of the chefs d’auvre en. 
évidence had come direct from Paris, 
while others had been created or copied 
in this firm’s own atéliers. There was 
such an infinite variety of styles that it is 
extremely difficult to know which to select 
for description. Much discussion was 
aroused by an evening dress of ochre- 
coloured taffeta; it was reinforced with an 
old-gold ribbon sash which formed a train 
and trailed on the ground several inches. 
In striking contrast to this was a black 
charmeuse evening gown artistically de- 
signed, with lace and sleeves en suite. 
Among the French models was one by 
Doucet; it was of black georgette; the 
high collar and long sleeves were decorated 
with white frilling, while the shirt was a 
Equally attractive was a 
black georgette dress arranged with an 
over-dress of printed ninon showing a bird- 
and-flower design; there were jade-green 
ribbons at the waist. Many of the models 
were arranged with an apron effect. For 
example, a blue serge dress had a plissé 
apron of white georgette. 


There is distinction in every line of this 
smart little toque fashioned of green 


grass and smothered with 
Sketched at John Barker 
and Co.’s (see p. iv) 

(Continued on p. ivy 
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THE HIGHWAY OF FASHION—continued. 


Reville 


. A BEAUTIFUL EVENING DRESS 


Designed and carried out by Reville. It is fashioned of a 
lovely shade of amber charmeuse enriched with turquoise 
and white diamanté 


Hats for the Races, 


here is certainly no more fascinating subject to the woman who 
understands dress than millinery. Amongst the many distinctive 
models now to be seen in the salons of John Barker and Co., in 
the Kensington High Street, are those portrayed on page ii. Black 
pedal straw has been employed for the creation of the model in the 
centre of the page; its charm is enhanced with an zrophane ribbon 
and rose. Women will have much to say regarding the toque on the 
left, especially on windy .days; it is of green pampas grass with a 
tassel on one side. Brown pampas grass makes the hat on the right, 
shrouded with osprey. Furthermore, there is a host of possibilities 
to explore in headgear that may with justice be entitled pleasantly 
moderate in price. Manila panama hats trimmed with a band or bow 
of silk ribbon are 12s, 9d.; while those of coarse straw are 27s. 6d. 
Extremely serviceable and ever so becoming are the cherry chry- 
santhemum straw hats underlined with grey for 12s. 11d. Everyone 
must write for this firm’s catalogue, sent gratis and post free on 

application. 

: * * * 


Artistic Négligées and Wrappers. 
o matter how well stocked a wardrobe may be there is always a 
place to be found for an artistic négligée or wrapper. It should 
not, therefore, be forgotten that Selfridge’s, Oxford Street, W., have a 
veritable embarras de choix of these adorable affairs at exceptionally 
moderate prices; as a matter of fact, they make a feature of them 
for 94s. 6d. There are little georgette gowns with plissé panels for 
this price ; their aspect may be varied from time to time by the Princess 
slip, over which they are destined to be assumed. Also for this price 
are slip-on gowns of crépe dechine. There is a wonderful air of 
dignity and grace about the gowns of the surplice persuasion. They 
are expressed in crépe de chine and finished with cords and tassels; 
the charm of the artistic draping of these must be seen to be 
appreciated. 
* * * 


Coats for all Occasions, 


‘ foremost place in the domain of smart coats for all 


a occasions is held by Harvey Nichols and Co., Knights- 
», bridge, S:W., and this season they have beaten their own 
)\ high record. Altogether delightful is a soft duvetyn coat 
of a lovely nut-brown shade. The deep cape collar is 

stitched with horsehair in a lace design, and through it is threaded 
narrow black ribbon; black Jap silk is employed for the lining. - In 
striking contrast to this is a wraplet that is reminiscent of the deco- 
rative visits of the early-Victorian era. It is fashioned of pale 
parchment duvetyn and is decorated with padded motifs of pale 
pink velvet. Extremely decorative for a woman who is’ entering the 
autumn of life is a mole-coloured moiré coat. There are pannier 
pockets at the sides ; they stand away from the figure, and are gathered 
to harmonise with the adjustable collar. There is a veritable 
embarras de choix in smart tweed coats that have been specially - 
created for smart race meetings. 


* * * 


Satisfactory Washing Fabrics, 
WV omen of understanding appreciate the fact that it is impossible 
to judge of the merits of cotton goods except by experience. 
There are certain materials whose excellence is well known, and 
among them is Tootal’s, hence a point should be made of seeing that 
the name is on the selvedge.: Tobralco is the fabric par excellence 
for summer frocks for children as well as for the older members of 
the community. It is 27-28 in. wide, and is 2s. 6d. a yard. Lin- 
gerie is never more attractive than when fashioned of Tarantulle; it is 
40 in. wide and is made in three weights, the prices being 2s. 3d., 
2s. 9d.,and 3s.3d.a yard. There is a world of fascination, too, about 
Namrit, the indelible voile. Lissue handkerchiefs are included in the 
Tootal series. 
* * * 
Colouring for the Hair. 
ermanol is a new colouring for the hair, which is perfectly 
simple to. use. Grey hair is indeed a serious handicap to com- 
mercial and social progress, whether regarded from a practical point 
of view or that of beauty. Of a truth may it be said that grey hair 
to a woman signifies the death of many ambitions; to a man, the 
emblem of surrender. The use of Permanol turns the hair into a 
natural rich and lustrous colour, and in addition it becomes wavy, 
abundant, and beautiful., It is made in thirty-six colours for grey 
hair,.and in thirty-six distinct colours for bleached hair. It can be 
used in the home, or the hair may be treated with it in the salons of 
well-known artists in hair throughout the United Kingdom. 
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HIS Ladies’ Room, decorated in the style associated with the reign of William and Mary, with 

i furniture of the William-and-Mary and Queen Anne Period, was designed and executed entirely by 
Harrods. The walls are covered with silk of French grey, the woodwork is in a lighter tone, 

and all the carved enrichments are gilded. The room is now on view at Harrods, and is typical of 
Harrods skill and artistry in the reproduction of Period Styles. Write for Brochure of ‘Interiors.’ 
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POLITICS. 


Government department, which few of us have the 
means or the time to do, There never was a greater 
need for safeguards than now, yet the Inland Revenue 
officials propose to sweep the most important of them 
away. As‘ The Daily Mail” truly puts it, the truth is 
that these bureaucrats have never liked these inde- 
pendent commissioners, who are a check upon their 
manceuvres. In the past they have made no fewer than 
ten attempts to abolish them; but in the past they have 


THE TATLER 


PICTORIAL 


‘The Daily Mail” is again doing good work by calling 

public attention to the attempt which will soon be 
made by legislation to give effect to the report of the 
Income Tax Commission. In this report is a strong 
recommendation that the independent unpaid body of 
local commissioners should be superseded, and that the 
whole power of assessment should be in the hands of 


the Inland Revenue authorities. It must be remembered 
that the local commissions were created to protect the been defeated by representatives of the people. Should 


tax-payer against departmental injustice. Remove them, From “ Montreal Star” the threatened attempt be now made, income tax-payers 
and the only remedy which the tax-payer would have CAN'T BE KEPT DOWN would be wise to advise their member by letter or post 


against over-assessment would be to go to law with a “Well! Here | am again!” card to make a firm stand against it. 


me 
Wee FREES 


From “‘ Exlex,"’ Copenhagen From “ The Star” 


WORLD HISTORY'S SACRIFICES THE INTRODUCTION HE’LL NEVER GET OVER 


a Secerseint nie Rohl William | You must have The Mutual Friend: You two boys should know one another From ‘‘The Evening News” 
‘*Yes—and you had fourteen!” 


BOOTS COST SO MUCH NOW. 


You cannot afford to ruin them with cheap polishes. 


Now, as always, made of the finest leather-pre- 
serving materials. It costs a few pence more 
than cheap polishes but it will save you pounds. 


REMEMBER, “LUTETIAN” STANDS FOR QUALITY ALWAYS. 


The Quality Polish for Brown Footwear and Leather Equipment. 
Supplied in Bottles and Tubes. Light, Dark, Extra Dark and Toney Red. 


Manufactured by E. BROWN & SON, LIMITED, 
7, Garrick St., London, W.C.2; Paris : 26, Rue Bergere. 


New York Sole Agents: SALOMON & PHILLIPS, 174, William Street. 
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Free Baby Book. @ Sample 
Lom Sole Manutacturers :- 


ALLEN & HANBURYS. |? 
37, LOMBARD STREET, ECS. 
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THE LETTERS OF LUCILLE—continued. 


The Hon, Rupert rather fancies himself as a devil when he’s roused, 
and he arrived at the bathroom door breathing fire and slaughter. 
Rupert had all his new words repeated to him through the keyhole, and 
two more which the waiter had forgotten to use. 

“Very well,” said his father at last, “I’m going to take a chair and 
sit down here until you do come out; and when you do, I’ll break every 
bone in your body.” 

He sat there for an hour and a half, and spent most of the time 
telling little Rupert what he would do to him when he did get hold of 
him. At last, when he threatened to break down the door, it opened, 
and a very stately old lady emerged with an air of great dignity and 
walked slowly away without so much as looking at the poor man, who 
positively shrivelled in his chair. You see, while Lady Cordelia was away 
fetching the Hon. Rupert, little Rupert wisely took himself elsewhere, 
and meanwhile the old dear had gone in tc have her annual. 

She’s now bringing an action for threats and obscure language, and 
the damages are likely to be very heavy. The affair created such a stir 
that we had to leave immediately. 

My latest admirer is a curate named Cole, Christian name Samuel, 
and known as Sammy to his intimates. I met him at the dullest house- 
party that anyone ever had the cheek to invite their worst aunt to. He 
is a real saint, and the most patient and modest little man that you ever 
met. Here’s an instance, for example. Some of us had to liven things 
up with a bit of ragging, and one day we got into his room, stole all 
his clean changes, and substituted some of Kitty van Pryce’s. Do you 
know, dear, he was too shy to mention what he thought was some mistake, 
and there is very little doubt that he actually wore them. At least, 
one of the men-servants who went in every morning to brush his clothes 
—he had no man of his own —was found rolling about on the landing 
outside, holding his sides, and gasping something to the effect that it was 
funnier than one of Mrs. Barclay’s novels. 

Poor little Sammy was always hurting himself, but he never said any- 
thing worse than “ bother,” even when he stepped back into the fountain 
and killed two goldfish. Some of us thought we would see if he really 
could swear, so after dinner one night an elaborate booby trap was fixed 
up for him in his room. There was some treacle and soot and a bag 
of coals on the top of the door, and then a hip-bath full of water for him 


to stumble into. When it got near his bed-time, we hid in a room close 
by with the door ajar to listen to what he said. 

Up came Sammy at last, and as he entered his room there was a 
noise like—this is Charlie Ursell’s description—a five-point-nine landing 
on a toffee-apple dump. After that there was a whang and a splash, 
and then silence. We all huddled together, straining our ears so as not 
to miss a word. Then at last he lifted up his voice :— 

“Oh!” he cried. “Oh, how hateful!” 

That was all. After that, of course, we had to give him up. 

But there’s one funny story about him which I must tell you before, 
like Lady Godiva, I hasten to my close. 

One dull afternoon, after tea, when nobody knew what to do with 
themselves, Lady Moodles, our hostess, suggested that we should play at 
making up spoonerisms, beginning on each other’s names. 

You know what a spoonerism is, dear, don’t you? It’s when you 
swap the initial letters of two or more words. Thus, when the college 
tutor said to the undergrad, ‘‘ You’ve hissed all your mystery lectures 
and tasted a whole worm,” meaning “ You’ve missed all your history 
lectures and wasted a whole term,” that was a spoonerism. 

We all agreed to play but the Rev. Sammy. He coloured to the roots 
of the hair, and, when he thought nobody was looking, sidled to the door 
and ran for his life. 

Nobody seemed to miss him at the time but I, so we set to work and 
made spoonerisms on each other’s names. We all laughed like anything 
when we found we could change the name of that stuck-up little beast, 
Milly Songrel, into Silly Mongrel—all except Milly herself, that is. 

After a bit, Lady Moodles looked around the room, and a puzzled 
expression spread over her face. 

“Why,” she said, “he was certainly here a few minutes ago. 
anyone know what’s become of Mr. Sammy Cole?” 

Then, of course, we all understood. Seeing how shy he was, no wonder 
he ran for his life when spoonerisms were mentioned. Besides, as Kitty 
van Pryce said, he was probably wearing one of hers at that very moment. 
That’s all for the present,.dear, as the fond but mean parent said when 
he gave his daughter a shilling on her wedding day. I’ll write again directly 
anything worth mentioning has happened.—Always thine, LUCILLE. 

(To be continued next week.) 
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The Nation’s 


THE health of the people certainly demands 


the greatest care, and one of the most 


“What are the problems awaiting us > valuable precautions in safeguarding the 
One is the health of the people. A . ’ h ° f 
litle over a year ago I had occasion to nation’s health is the constant _use 0 
A Empire ‘with a C3. population Lifebuoy Soap. Its healthy antiseptic odour 
t is perfectly true. th of the ¢ ° 
achele i eo thtdoatndhing teen proclaims its worth. 
ofehe eur, —ThesPienter Our Young Hopefuls—the Nation’s hope for the 


future—love the health-giving lather of Lifebuoy Soap. 
They take to it as a duck takes to water—they 
cannot help liking Lifebuoy. It is health-giving as 
well. as cleansing. 


— Lifebuoy Soap is brimful of Health. Wash face and 


“ ji SO . hands with it—Bathe with it—Shampoo with it. 
ye J MORE THAN SOAP— 
0 YET COSTS NO MORE. 


X = Oe fy 2 
The name LEVER on Soap is a 


Guarantee. of Purity and Excellence. LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, PORT SUNLIGHT. 
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MISS ELSIE HARRIS 


Bassano 


Only child of Mr. and Mrs. W. Harris, 


Busy Cupi 


To be Married this Month. 
HERE is a_ great number of 
| weddings taking place this month, 
both in town and in the country. 
Among those in town is the one 
at St. Paul’s, Knightsbridge, on the 14th, 
between Mr. Christopher Gurney and 
Miss Joan Grenfell. 
Also, on the same day, 
Mr. E. W. Hughes is 
to be married to Miss 
Taylor - Restall at 
St. Peter’s, Cranley 
Gardens, and Dr. 
George M. de ‘Vine 


Weddings and 


° Engagements. 


son of Pollokshields, Glasgow, and Miss 
Marion Chisholm, Another marriage on 
the 28th will be that between Mr. Jack 
Dixon and Mrs. Cunningham Glen, the 
widow of Mr. Bruce Cunningham Glen 
of Calcutta, which will take place quietly 
at All Saints’, Margaret Street. Holy 
Trinity, Sloane Street, 
will be the scene of 
the wedding of Mr. 
Nevill Thursby-Pel- 
ham of the Welsh 
Guards and Miss 
Yseulte Peel, which 
is announced for 


[No cso. 


fin 7 


L 


1 ae20. 


afayette 


MISS MABEL ELLERBECK 
Elder daughter of the late Rev. E. 


Greystones, Cressington, Liverpool, to Miss Gladys Pp, the 29th. Milnes Ellerbeck and Mrs. Ellerbeck 
Gowan OBE) Lancashire Fusiliers, Robertson at the Chptain H.R. StugrteHamiltony tate 
youngest ‘son of the late Mr. W. Brompton Oratory. * e. of the Gordon Highlanders, of 
Cowan and Mrs. Cowan of Eden- The 15th sees the Shooting’s Greens, Banchory, N.B., 
darroch, Oxton, Cheshire wedding at St. In Singapore. and 29, Thurloe Square 
George’s, | Hanover ‘ [be marriage of 
Square, of Major Mr. John Er- 


CharlesGore,O.B.E., 
and the Hon. Kath- 


skine Kempe, F.M.S. 
Civil Service, the son 


leen Annesley, and of Sir John Kempe, 
the one at St. Si- K.C.B., is announced 
mon’s, Lennox Gar- to take place in 
dens, S.W., of Dr. Singapore in June. 
Smallwood and Miss His bride-elect, Miss 
Elinor Drage. On MISS HILDA BARKER Frances Brown, is 
the 22nd there is Second daughter of Mr.and Mrs.W.Gerald one of the daughters 


the marriage of Cap- 
tain Leonard Dent, 
D.S.O., Oxford and 


Barker of Thurstaston Hall, Cheshire, who 
is marrying Captain Leslie H. Brammall, 
O.B.E., the King’s Own Regiment, only son 
of Mr. and Mrs, H. E. Brammall of Higher 


of the Rev. E. W. and 
Mrs. Brown of Bed- 
stone Rectory, Shrop- 


Manchester, and Heswall, 


Bucks Light Infantry, Broughton, ‘ shire 
and Miss - Hester Cheshire 
Clarke, which is * * 
iliott @ Fry taking place’ at St. John’s Church, A June Bride. Seqine 


Southwick Crescent, W. Captain Douglas 
Stirling Stuart and Miss ‘Ruby Lord are 


MISS VIOLET BEWES 


MISS DAPHNE AITKEN Or of the brides of June will be Miss 


Betty Stanton, the daughter of 


Eldest daughter of Mr. and Mrs. O.-* i - Only child of Lieut.-Colonel A. E. 
H. Aitken oF Vernon Grange, Canter- to be married at .St. George’s, Hanover Mrs. Stanton of Yewberry, Chepstow, Sewes, C.M.G., and Mrs. Bewes, 
bury, who is to be married to Mr. Square, on the 27th, and on the following who is marrying Mr. E. R. B. Farrer, 6 ,The Beach, Walmer, marrying 
Harry Stedham, the son of the late y Major A. G. W. Grierson, R.M.L.I., 


O.B.E., M.C., eldest son of Canon and 
Mrs. Farrer of South Canonry, Salisbury. 


day is the marriage at Christ Church, 


: d is second son of the late Sir Alexander 
Mayfair, between Major A. Reid. Jamie- 


Grierson, Bart., of Lag and Rockhall 


Charles Packers (0 |td. 


GOLDSMITHS & SILVERSMITHS 
MILITARY BADGE BROOCHES 


Mr. William Stedham of Tremanton, 
Torquay 


The Royal Navy. 
Also with R.N.R. and R.N.V. 
All goods sent post and 
insurance iree on 
receipt of remittance. 


The Cameronians. 


New Illustrated Catalogue of 
Jewellery and Silverware 
sent free on request. 
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Money returned in y 
supplied from stock. 
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The Royal Artillery. 


“ Ovaltine ” Also Collar Badge. 


2S 


is prepared from Nature’s ~ ; 
tonic foods ~ Malt, Milk and Eggs ~ and on 
is the ideal food beverage for convalescents. 
It is a delicious and highly concentrated 
extract of the vitalizing and reconstructing 
elements required to build up the system. | 


33- 


Badge of any 
Regiment, post free. 


£22:,0) each, 
The Durham Light Infantry. 


THE FASHIONABLE RIBBON WRISTLET. 


With Diamond Initial set in Palladium and White Enamel Slide. 
Every letter from A to Z in stock. 
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One cup of “Ovaltine” supplies more nourishment 
than 7 cups of cocoa, 12 cups of beef extract or 3 eggs. 


Of all Chemists and Stores. 


- OVALTINE 
Ne 1000 Bevenace 


Builds-up Brain,Nerve and Body 
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READ THIS 
ASTOUNDING 
TESTIMONY 


TO: THE.’ VALUE: OF 


Ci10 p 
e 
WE HAVE JUST RECEIVED THIS 


EXTRAORDINARY LETTFR FROM 
ONE OF OUR CLIENTS IN INDIA: 


“You will be very interested to learn that I 
have a necklet of your pearls bought in London. 
I was dining with His Highness ———— when he 
admired my pearls.. I took them off for him 
to compare with his, and they were mixed with 
His Highness’s, who has a real necklet almost like 
it. He could not, nor could I, tell the difference, 
and they both had to be sent to to be 
detected, as I was afraid to take his, and he 
was very afraid also to let me take them.” 


OUR UNIQUE OFFER. 


Upon receipt of £1 : 1: O we will send you on approbation a Necklet, 
sixteen inches long (Gold Clasp 2s. 6d. extra), or a Ring, Brooch, 
Ear-rings, or any other Jewel with C ro Pearls. 


Put them beside any real pearls, or any other artificial pearls, and if 
they are not equal to the real, or superior to the other artificial pearls, 
no matter what their price may be, we will refund your money if you 
return them to us within seven days. 


Provincial customers may send their orders by the post, and will receive 
the same attention as it they-called upon us personally, Ourinteresting 
booklet No. 8 will give you details of our productions. 


CIRO PEARLS, Ltd. Dept. 8). 
39, OLD BOND STREET, W. | 
ae (Piccadilly end). 
We have no shop. Our Showrooms are 
on the First Floor, over Lloyd’s Bank. 
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4s Dritish as the Weather—but Reliable! 


RAINHARD 


DEXTER 
EYES WITH SUSPICION 


those pseudo i rainproofs Sueeihe wie 
that sacrifice weather-resistance to 
mere appearance. “ Dexter ™ stands 
or an unexampled achievement in 
style soattiedle character . and 
proofing. Proofed in the yarn .ee 
in the piece ....in the garment, 


Hand-tailored with unfai ing 
artistry eta tet tents the pre-eminent 
British weather-coat value. Once 
3 Dexter™~ed, o country lane Soke 
no town’s highway .... bods 
w eather discomfort for th: 
journeyer. 


Of Outfitters Everywhere. 


DEXTYLE FINE CLOTHES of 
faultless tailoring and materials . . . of 
season’s fashion . . ... ready to don 

. in regular sizes . . . at Dexter 


dealers... . Strictly bespoke quality, 


WALLACE, SCOTT & CO., LTD, 
(WHOLESALE ONLY) 


CATHCART, GLASGOW. 


THB TATLEF 


The Passing Shows— 


continued. 


Tho “* Divine’? Karsavina, 

kyen that ‘‘ divine ’ dancer, Karsavina, must 
needs have a pas seul, in the new 

Barrie-Bax-Nash “ballet,” holding a baby! 

Somewhat of an illegitimate baby, too, it 

must have been, seeing that she danced as a 

bride upstairs to her bedroom, and within a 


few minutes danced down again with the first ~ 


of the family in her arms! But then, one 
mustn’t take The Truth About the Russian 
Dancers at all seriously. It is pure fantasy, 
and most delightful fantasy too—the first part 
anyway. The second part is rather dull, not 
to say ponderous, and, had it not been that 
every moment one longed for Karsavina to 
dance—as she did, first of all as a “corpse” 
and then as a happy bride restored to life 
“for keeps”’—one would have left’ the Coli- 
seum in a somewhat disappointed mood. But 
the first part, which contains the main 
“idear,” was excellent. Imagine a Russian 
dancer, who can talk with nothing but her 
toes, being suddenly planted upon a straight- 
laced “county family,” whose love of music 
and drama ended, as it were, with Handel 
and ‘‘dear Mrs. Kendal.” It is a delightful 
idea; and to see Karsavina illustrating hov- 
a Russian dancer would play golf, how she 
would kiss and make love; to watch her being 
taught to walk flat on her feet like ordinary 
mortals, and generally conform to the dictates 
of respectable British society—is to sit through 
half an hour of most amusing and delightful 
fairy tale. If Barrie had kept his “ ballet” 
on the humorous side all the way through, The 
Truth About the Russian Dancers would 
have been the most delightful affair imaginable. 


But anything more exquisitely beautiful than Karsavina’s dancing it 


would be difficult to find. 


Bassano 


MISS BETTY SINCLAIR 


A pretty and talented actress, who plays, among other 
réles, that of Cinderella in the Barrie Land scene in 
“The Whirligig.’ This revue is another big success 
for the Palace, and is one of the brightest and most 
artistically produced shows in town 


Hurrah ! 


“ ARKAY.” are ruing-ing us! 
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Priscilla im Paris— 
continued. 


window.) And we started off, the dorglums 
and I. The dog walked carefully on t’other 
side of the street and pretended he didn’t 
belong to me. 
* * * 
I was followed quite a distance in the Bois by 
a Boy Scout, who evidently thought I was 
going to have a fit, or burst, or something. 
; I could see he was simply itching to 
tcy First Aid on me. After a while he so got 
on my nerves that I took the muzzle off the 
dorglums and looked suggestively at the Scout’s 
calves, which caused him to wisely fade away. 
# * * 
I must have dropped quite two pounds be- 
tween the Porte d’Auteuil and the Porte 
Dauphiné, but on the other hand, I came home 
with an appetite that it would have been 
criminal to thwart . . SOmee etn a QUE 
voulez-vous que je vous dise moa ? 
If I had to be born over again, and could 
choose, iow I would prefer to bea man!) A 
man has so few curves to get out of order, 
and what does it matter if he suffers from a 
few pounds, more or less, one way or another. 
* * * 


nd now, B’lov’dest, I will go and un-swaddle 
my last batch of cooked-in-silk eggs. I’ve 
combined certain shades of blue, yellow, and 
green that ought to make something particu- 
larly effective in bruises, and there’s another 
symphony in yellow and red that would appeal 
to King Alphonso’s love of the vivid. Young 
Paris is awf’ly ‘cited ’cause rumour hath it 
that Alphonso was going about in Bordeaux 
the other aft'noon with a soft collar on! 


One in the eye for the washerwomen of the Gay City who 
Dammem ! 


Lovingly—PRISCILLA. 
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SImarilest Footwear 
7a Sown. 


SOLID LINKS 


Solid silver with gold springs. 


Slackness is impossible. 


The ‘* Land and Water" 


front during the Great War. 


abroad. 
Naval, Military, and Air Servic 


Silver, Gents’ 
Ladies’ 


Lstablishe 1 ¢ 


1790. 


NTT 


Handsome, comfortable, and strongly made. 


Naval and Military men and Civilians. 
just the right tension to hold watch and wristlet in any desired position without slipping or sliding. 


Send for hae particulars of other Watches, 
Jewellery, Rings, Silver-plated Goods, Ladies' Handbass, etc. 


THE “ARMY” 
EXPANDING WRISTLET 


Ideal fcr all Climates. 


Rustless and Cool. 


Equally popular with | 
The gold springs—finely tempered and rustless—are of} 


sent on approval on receipt of remittance, Gents’ &1 5 0 
ze for Ladies an £1 10 
s 45 10 0 

£4 10 0 


“Also in 15-ct. and I8-ct. gold to order. 
Mention exact size of wrist and width of watch from shackle 
to shackle, and wristlet to fit you will be sent by return. 


THE WATCH THAT STOOD 
THE TEST ON EVERY FRONT 


Watch with luminous dial, as illus- 
trated, has earned a unique reputation for absolute reliability 
under the most exacting conditions on acti 
Both Naval ar 
testify that its mechanism is so perfectly adjusted that it can 
be regulated never to lose or gain more than four seconds a 
day, even when subjected to severe shocks, jars, or v arying 
climatic conditions. For this reason it is now specially re- 
commended, and, in fact, guaranteed ideal for use at home or 
Proved by far the best watch for all purposes of 
it will prove equally satis- 
factory for the pursuits of peace in any sphere. 


Fitted with patent dust- and damp-proof case and unbreak- 
able glass, micrometer regulator, etc. 


ye service on ev: ery 
nd Military men 


9-ct. gold 


£7 00 ve 3 
| IS-ct. ,, a « £18 00 


Makers to the Admiralty and War Office. 
(Dept. 3), 152, Fenchurch Street, LONDON, E.C. 5. Tel. : 


West-end Branch (late JOHN BARWISE): 


The sign of 


Central 2160. Excellence. 


20, Duke St., Piccadilly, London, S.W.1. 


“Land and Water"' Alarm Clocks, 


No. 980, Aprit 7, 1920] THE TATLER 


ne 
SU) UUNUIVIQUNTUUE UOTE 


NIGHTMARES ! 


VIL—*SENDING-IN” DAY. 
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Mr. Percival Prang with incredible toil While she sweetly confides all her private affairs, 
= Has half-finished his “Nymph seeking Satyr” in He just grunts “Hum!” and “Umph!” or else mutters 
= oil. “Who Cares?” 
= Still unshaved and unbrushed, he is fiercely irate, And his temper breaks out like a raging typhoon, 
= When his Model strolls round fully 5 minutes late! When the lunch-tray appears quite 5 minutes too soon! 
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be a ee 
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ith 


2 
All is over! The van bears his ewe-lamb away— She produces a Box of Abdullas—whose Charm 
It is sure to be skied in a heart- breaking way! Soon restores to our Artist his Spirits and Calm— 
He collapses dead beat, so despairing and white, As they now see Existence sheer couleur de rose, 
That his Model is touched at the pitiful sight. She's accepted a life-long engagement to pose! 
R.H. 


ABDULLA CICARETTE 


‘A DREAM OF DELICHT”™ 
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LADIES’ KENNEL ASSOCIATION 


NOTES 
‘The Tatler” is now the Official Organ of this Influential Body in the “Doggy” World. 


HE most cheerful news of the Association comes from Miss Desborough. 
Seventy-four new members had been elected this year up to the meeting 
of the executive last week, and many more were waiting. for their 
election to be confirmed in time for the members’ show. At this rate 
the membership roll will soon attain to its pre-war dimensions! Entries for the 
show have come in well, particularly when one considers the difficult conditions 
under which it is being run, for the Board of Agriculture refused permission 
for any dogs to leave the muzzled area for show purposes, although they may 
now be sent out and returned on visits to stud dogs. This prohibition, of 
course, prevents many members near 
London from showing, which is very 
disappointing ; but we may still live 
in hopes that all these tiresome 
restrictions will be removed before 
our open show, as no fresh cases of 
suspected rabies have been reported 
for some time. It is unfortunate that 
we have to go to press early again 
this week on account of the Easter 
holidays, so no details of the show 
can appear until our next issue. 
* * * 
NVI rs. Claud Sykes asks us to say 
l that her Alsatian wolfdog 
puppies have been disposed of long 
ago. I myself have forwarded forty- 
five letters to Mrs. Claud Sykes, and 
she tells me that a ‘‘ fleet ’’ of motor 
cars appeared at her doors the morning after the puppies’ picture was published 
in THE TATLER. She has already booked many orders for puppies from 
prospective litters. Miss Aline Doxford writes again that she has sold another 
of her beautiful deerhounds to Miss Harley of Formby through THE TATLER, 
and also booked many orders for dog pups when she has more ready. More 
tributes to the wonderful circulation of THE TATLER, and its advantages 
as an advertisement medium—and sti// I have to- beg members to send me 
photographs! I suppose it is the old story that “‘something for nothing” is 
never valued, and if the Editor and-I charged large prices for the benefits 
we oflered we should be overwhelmed with applications. 
* * * 
We publish below the official report of the recent executive meeting :— 


The ‘Ladies’ Kennel Association (Inc.), 
An executive committee meeting of the above Association was held at Belfast Chambers 
on March 12, at 12.15 a.m. Present:- Lady Kathleen Pilkington (chair), Miss Casella, 


ASHTON MORE WEN-DI 


° 
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Mrs, Crouch, Mrs. Colman, Mrs. Quintin Dick, Mrs. Langton Dennis, Lady Evelyn Ewart, 
Mrs. Ralph Fytche, Mrs. Graves, Mrs. Lionel Faudel-Phillips, Lady Sophie Scott, 
Mrs. Scaramanga, Mrs. Vlasto, Mrs. Charles Waterlow. 

Apologies for absence were received from Mrs. Fullerton and Viscountess Wolver- 


hampton. 
The minutes of the previous executive meeting were read, confirmed, and signed by the 


chairman as correct. m 

The following ladies were proposed for election: Mrs. Prentice, Mrs. Morley, Mrs. Good- 
Jake, Mrs. Penhay, Miss Stark, Mrs. Walker, Miss Sheddan, Mrs. Rycroft, Miss Spurling, 
Mrs. Jamieson Higgins, Mrs. Castle Smythe, Mrs. Newton Hare. Mrs. Parker, Mrs. Ely, 
Mrs. Quicke, Mrs. Lamb, Mrs. Mee, Mrs. Payne-Gallwey, Mrs. Gabriel. 

The election of the following ladies was confirmed: Mrs. Prowett Ferdinands, Mrs. Mal- 
landain, Mrs. Tritton, Mrs. Ashby, Mrs. Judge Brown, Mrs. Mirrlees, Miss Bible, Miss 
Rosabel Watson, Mrs. Raymond Mallock, Mrs. Goad, Mrs. Grimwood, Mrs. Holroyd, 
Mrs, Patrick Morrell, Mrs. Bernard Lucas, Mrs. Innes, Miss Roach, Mrs. Girdler, Mrs. Strong 
Caspersz, Mrs. Ballantyne, Mrs. M. E. Power, Miss Muir Stewart, Mrs. Shambrook 
Saunders, Mrs, Alder, Miss L. Wilson, Mrs. H. S. Lloyd, Miss Kathleen Pembroke, 
Mrs. Dinsley Cooper, Mrs. Bennington Cooper, and Mrs. Nichols. 

The report of the Show Committee 
meeting was submitted, and the Finance 
Committee meeting, dealing with general 
business in connection with the shows, 
was submitted and passed.—G. A. Drs- 
BOROUGH, Secretary. 


M rs. Raymond Mallock (whom 
2 we are delighted to hear has 
rejoined the Association) sends us 
two beautiful photographs by Mr. 
Fall of her wonderful young Peking- 
ese dog, Ashton More Wen-Chu, 
and of one of her brood bitches. It 
is nothing short of a calamity that 
this marvellous little fellow is a war 
baby, and so cannot compete at 
shows. However, Mrs. Raymond 
Mallock very wisely entered him 
“not for competition” at the Peking- 
ese Club Show, held recently, where he created quite a sensation, having a 

crowd round his pen from the moment the doors of the show opened until they 

closed at night. Also his proud mistress has since received many letters of | 
congratulation on having bred such a perfect specimen. Photographs of dogs, 

and perhaps especially of Pekingese, are never wholly satisfactory ; but Mr, © 
Fall came specially to Brighton to take Wen-Chu, and the picture gives 

some idea of his many beauties. Although he is still quite a baby, he has sired 

some splendid litters. Mrs. Raymond Mallock also owns his mother and 

grandsire and four of his brothers and sisters. The other picture represents 

one of the Ashton More brood bitches, sired by the famous champion, Nanking 

Wenti. She is full of quality, for Mrs. Raymond Mallock believes in 

breeding only from the very best specimens, and has just whelped five beautiful 

black-faced puppies, which are sure to make history for the Ashton More 

kennels. CarLo F. C. CLARKE. 


ASHTON MORE WEN-CHU 


SESSEL PEARLS 


Sessel Pear!s 
are positively 
superior to any 


Sessel Pearls 
are the finest 
reproductions 


existing. They 
are made by a 
secret and 
scientilic pro- 
cess, which im- 
parts to them 
the same sheen, 
delicacy of 
tone, texture, 
and durability 
o! genuine 
Oriental 
Pearls. 


The “Sphere” 
says:— 


“A row of 
wonderful Sessel 
reproduction 
Pearls willamply 
salisfy even the 
most fastidious 
laste.’ 


Sessel Pear! Ear- 
rings, Pine, Studs, 
Rings, in Solid 
Gold M unt/ngs 


From 


£2: 2 330 


Pearls 


Beautiful Collar of Sesse 
with 18-ct. Gold Clasp, in case, 


£4:4:0 


others existing, 
Every Necklet, 
in. fact every 
pearl made in 
our laboratories 
is an exact and 
faithful. repro- 
duction of a 
real pearl, the 
minutest details 
being — studied 
in their manu- 
facture. 


The “Bystander” 
says i— 


“ 
In colour, 
weight and 
general appear- 
ance there is ab- 
solulely nothing 
to choose belween 
the luo pieces,” 


Dessel Clasp wit 
Sessel Emerald— 
Sapphire or Ruby 
centre. 


F rom 


£2 >: 2 30 


Diamonds, Pearls, Old Gold, Silver, etc., Purchased for Cash or 


taken in Exchange. 


ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE, No. 31, ON ’REQUEST, POST FREE, 
Sessel Pearls can only be obtained direct from 


SESSEL (Bourne, Ltd.), 14 8 14a, New Bond Street, London, W. 1. 


Tweeds Handwoven 
in the Isle of Lewis 


and Harris : 


Dress and Suit Lengths of 
these Rare Materials direct 
from the Crofters’ Hands 


TRADE MARK Uf 


PATTERNS POST FREE 
D BEY BekoY> (oF ROE 


-& Harris Handwoven Tweed Co., Ltd. 


Tarbert, Harris, N.B. 


Lewis 
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Drawn for the Proprietors of ‘‘Zambrene" by Frank Brangwyn, R.A, 


The Best Rubberless Raincoats 
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OW soon will the latest inven- 
tion—by which, so the papers 
tell us, the amateur photo- 
grapher may take, make, 

and “screen” his own films at a small 
cost—begin to make itself felt in our 
homes? The answer is, “ Not long.” 
It is also, if I may say so, in the 
“negative.” Well do we all know 
those domestic episodes which, in our 
own words, are “as good asa play!” 
How often, for instance, does the 
family circle conjure up the scene of 
that memorable occasion when the 
cistern burst at the top of the house, 
and father waded downstairs in a pair 
of pyjamas, and swam the hall to reach 
the telephone that would bring the 
plumber and his mate? We hope we 
never shall forget it. And when we 
get our home cinema we never shall. 
“ Talking of fat people being funny!” 
mother will say. ‘ Herbert, just bring 
out that one-part comedy we screened 
last week, ‘Uncle Percy plays Ping- 
Pong” !*>. .°.” Yes, that’s -how it 
will be done. No. difficulty, no 
waiting, no seats to pay for, no 
racking your brain for small talk to 
entertain your dull guest who refuses 
to leave—just put out the lights, and 
turn the handle! Wonderful! 

And what shall be the subject of 
our home-made films, our domestic 
super-productions? Here are a few 
ideas to choose from. 


HOME-MADE FILMS. 


Holloway Studios, St. Johns, N.F. 
INTERESTING WEDDING 


AN 


A pretty wedding took place recently at St. Johns, Newfoundland, 
between Mr. James H. Campbell, of the Black Watch, and Miss Flora 
Shannon Clift, daughter of the Hon. J. A. and Mrs. Clift of St. Johns. 
Left to right are seen: Miss Sewell Woodward, Miss Joan Rendle, 
the bride and bridegroom, and Captain H. V. Reid, R.A.F., who was 
best man. Mrs. Mansell Colvile is seated with the trainbearers, the 


Misses Joan Bowring and Helen Colvile 
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1—‘‘ Pets TO PERSEVERE WITH” 


A bright series showing (a) Archie’s 
silkworm defending its young, (b) 
Freddy’s white mice doing a training 
gallop, with the cat as pacemaker, (c) 
Father’s bulldog insisting on the post- 
man removing his trousers from its 
teeth. 


2.—Two - Part Drama —“ His 
SHATTERED HOME” 


Featuring Paterfamilias in the 
following episodes—(1) Spring clean- 
ing, (2) Quarter-day, (3) The lost 
collar-stud, (4) the empty coal-cellar. 


3.—‘‘ ONLY ONE MOTHER”? 


A series of incidents in the mater- 
nal working day—tidying up; search- 
ing for spectacles; snubbing a 
daughter ; forty winks. 


4—‘A Love SET” 


Three-reel comedy; the Family at 


Tennis. Sub-titles, (1) ‘‘ Father’s first 
serve. . .« Where did that one 
go to?” (2) ‘‘Father’s second serve 


Rae an hour later, play resumed,” 
(3) The curate at the net—in the net— 
through the net. Thirty love—forty 
love — game!” (4) “An interval; 
hunting for balls,’ and so on, ad lib! 
Part two begins immediately, keep 
your seats, please ! RS: He 
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: PAISLEYS L'¢ 
;  =—Ladies— 

: Agricultural Outfitters 
Sten 


$ CLOTHING, 
e and have just 


KHAKI DRILL SUITS— 
Smocks 23/-, Breeches 17/-, Suit 40/- 
GREEN CORD SUITS— 
Coat 23/6, Breeches 18/6, Suit 42/- 


FAWN VELVET CORDUROY 
SUITS— 
Coat 27/6, Breeches 27/6, Suit 55/- 


LIGHT DRAB D.B. COATS and 
SMOCKS— 10/6 each 
DARK GREEN CORD aster 5 


GAITERS, LEGGINGS, BOOTS. 
CLOGS, OILSKINS, and HATS. 


PRICE LIST UN APFLICATION. 


PAISLEYS L** 


$ 72 to 96 JAMAICA ST., GLASGOW. 


Peeececeessosocesossssessesooooes 


SOSHHSHSHSSHSHOHSSHOHSHSHSHSHHSHOHSHHHHSHHHHHHHHOHHHHOHHHHOHHHHOOSOOSEES 
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The safe and easy way 
to remove unwanted hair 


‘“PRUH”’ is positively the only depilatory in the world that is guaranteed 
to remove all superfluous hair from face, neck or underarm, without irritating 
or reddening the skin. 


‘“Pruh”’ is free from risk—it is far 
superior to all ordinary depilatories, 
which merely replace one disfigure- 
ment with another. 


‘‘Pruh’’ can be applied whilst preparing the toilet —it takes 
but a few moments, and leaves the skin perfectly soft and 
smooth, Simple instructions in each box, 2/9 


To beautify the eyes 


‘‘Eydol’’ will give your eyes that brilliancy, vivacity, and 
expression which men find so appealing. It clears the eyes, 
freshens and strengthens them, making them naturally more 
beautiful. 


“‘Eydol’’ is harmless. Indispensable for all 
whose eyes are weak or tired-looking. 


Per bottle, 2/9 


Use ** Eydolash” Cream 

to darken your eyebrows 

and lashes. It makes 

them thick, long and silky. 
In Ivorine Pots, 1/6 


ON SALE at D. H. Evans, 
Selfridges, Harrods, Barkers, 


Whiteleys, T. J. Harries, 
Lewis's (Liverpool & Man- 
cnester), etc., Lewis & 


Burrows, Boots, and most 
Hairdressers, Stores and 
Chemists, or direct from 


EYDOL 


Laboratories 
(Dept. 10), 
170, Strand, 
London, W.C. 2 


Even Granny’s young enough 
to enjoy Mackintosh’s Toffee 
de Luxe. 


See her when the popular 
arrives. As eager as Bobby 
aus who’s five to be 
taking the wholesome, delicious sweet- 
meat out of its paper wrapping. She 
used to make toffee, but . ... . 
“not half so good as Mackintosh’s 
Toffee de Luxe,’’ says she. 


Family Tin 


Take home a Family Tin each week ; 
no other sweetmeat is so popular or so 


full of food. 

Sold by confectioners everywhere in 

4-lb, Family Tins, and loose by weight. 
@ 
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“JT was afraid I should 


have to take a Kenilworth - 


home unsmoked !” 


<< That would be zoo tan- 
talizing—-to be without a 
light for your favourite cig- 
arette. But tell me why you 
find them so fascinating ?” 


“‘ Ah! they are like you, 
-—perfectly irresistible,” 


Like all the best things in life, 
the War has left Kenilworths un- 
touched. In size, in shape, in 
excellence of packing—that tamous 
Kenilworth packing which is a fine 
art ; above all in quality, Kenilworths 
are still as they always were, the 
best possible in Virginia cigarettes. 


Kenilworth Cigarettes are made of mellow golden Virginia 
leaf yielding a fascinating aroma. They will compare 
favourably with any Virginia Cigarettes you can obtain, 


no matter how high the price. 


Yet Kenilworths only cost 


1/6 for 20, 3/8 for 50, 7/4 for 100. 


Kenilworth Cigarettes 


COPE BROS & GCO.,:Ltp. 
LiverPoot AnD Lonpon. 
Manufacturers of High-class Cigarettes. 


THE TATLER 


THE TATLER 


(No. 980, Aprit 7, 1920 


PICTURES IN THE FIRE—continued. 


@? is only too pleased to accede to a request to draw attention to a scheme 


f I were Sir Abe Bailey I should be tearing handfuls of hair out of my head! 
He has the sympathy of everyone ; but how any agent could be so appal- 
lingly careless as to write “Southern” fer ‘‘ Sparkling” is one of those things 
that “no fella can understand.” The Jockey Club were, of course, quite 
justified in refusing to listen to any story about clerical errors, aberrations, 
and so forth. A pretty precedent to set up! I quite agree that if they had 
countenanced any correction, any owner running second would have been 
entitled to sue for the stakes. One is very 
sorry for the owner, but he would, I expect, 
like to be the Mikado, and able to prescribe 
something lingering in boiling oil. 
* * * 
[2 some more or less recent notes on the 
Ward written by a flippant ‘* Dragon 
Officer’’ with a view to amusing people, I 
fear he trod on the tail of the coat of a 
very good sportsman, Mr. Arthur Pesterre of 
Dublin, who is one of the best professors 
of the difficult science of equitation in all 
Ireland. If I know, I never let anyone who 
writes to me bite bits out of anyone else, as 
this is not a bear-pit, but a place in which 
the main object is to keep you from feeling 
as if your skin did not fit you. ‘‘The 
Dragon Officer’’ is, I know, as sorry as I 
am, and as Mr. Pesterre has magnanimously 
acquitted me of all blame, and even gone 
one better and said that he’ll give me a ride 
with the Meath dogs whenever I can get 
over, I feel as if a whole scuttleful of coals 
ought to be dumped on my head. Mr. 
Pesterre is Dublin’s leading riding-master, 
and from a picture of some of his steeds 
which he has sent me, he makes me more 
anxious than ever to accept his invitation— 
next season though, I fear! I like the horse 
third from the right—a chestnut I should 
think, because he looks the part and is more 
on his toes than the rest. Anyway, good 
luck and good sport, and may I some day 
not sample the mud in the bottom of a 
Meath ditch, and I feel I sha’n’t if Mr. 
Pesterre lets me ride the one I’ve picked ! 


equals. 


DORCAS 
CAMBRIC 


A\ Cambric that is made of the 
best cotton, and_ skilfully 
manufactured into a fabric of 
fine texture and durability. . . 
Better Cambric means better 
garments, so when you, buy 
Cambric, buy “Dorcas.” 


Patterns sent free on request. 


40 inches wide 


See “Dorcas 
Cambric” on 
the selvedge 


JecoN@PHIEIPS &:€O. ETD 
ADVERT DEPT, MANCHESTER 
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etrole Nahn | 


FOR THE HAIR 


For ladies, Pétrole Hahn facilitates waving and 
permits the most elegant coiffures.. For men it 
prevents falling hair due to fatigue or constant 
overstrain. The safe and sure hair dressing for 
the nursery. Fvee from all danger. 

Insist on the genuine Pétrole Hahn, bearing the 
signature of the inventor. Highly concentrated. 
Very economical in use. 


Large size 7/-; Smaller size 4/6 
Supplied by all Chemists, Druggists, 
Hairdressers and Stores. 
WHOLESALE AGENTS FOR U. K. 
G. B. KENT & SONS, LTD., 
75, FARRINGDON RD., E.C.1. 


in the salubrious town of Poperinghe in The Salient, and I think that we ought 
to do our bit to see that its counterpart is produced here—for sentimentai and 
also other reasons. 
(Chatto and Windus), by the Rev. 
original ‘‘ Toc H,” 


MLLE. THEDA BARA 


Might be described as “The Bad Girl of the Films,’ through 

her speciality—acting of the vampire type—in which she has few 

But her nature is normally healthy and she delights in 
the promenade a cheval 
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for re-forming “Toc H” in London. The original club of this name was 


A book has just been published, “* Tales of Talbot House” 
P. B. Clayton, M.C., the good padre of the 
and I make the following little extract froma most interesting 
foreword :— 

““Tll news travels apace: but a gospel 
is like lost luggage on a familiar South Coast 
line. Thus it comes about that the headline 
may baffle you, though your son will not need 
to guess its meaning, if (like most sons) he was 
in the Ypres Salient between 1915 and 1918. 

First. then, as to ‘Toc. It is them 
B.E.F. phonetic spelling of the letter, T. 
If you are given to dictating telegrams down 
telephones, you are aware that you are some- 
times required not only to spell what you say 
but to buttress the letters themselves with 
words chosen at random. If your imagina- 
tion fails you, an intriguing voice suggests, 


e.g.,‘T for Tommy, H for Harry, and E 
for Edward.’ 
“Now, in the B.E.F., telegraphic 


accuracy was vital: and the Signal Service 
thus endowed letters with distinguishing 
identities, which have clung so closely that 
‘ack emma’ is the manly Anglo-Saxon for 
the morning hours, and ‘ pip emma’ for the 
afternoon. Apart from Emma, romance 
was not invoked; andin the choice which 
eliminated all possible confusion between 
‘T’ and ‘E,’ the language of the nursery 
was laid under contribution, T being repre- 
sented by the second syllable of the children’s 
name for a clock.” 

It is to perpetuate the memory of those 
who stood fast in The Salient, and also to 
establish a place to which the successors of 
those gallant men can repair, that this club is 
proposed. Good luck to it and its organisers, 
and if ‘‘ dis nigger ” can do anything to help, 
just say the word ! 


MENTHE 


Pascall Creme de Menthe, immediately ~ 
after meals, 1s simply sake: It cleanses 
the palate, is delightfully refreshing, and 
is a good wholesome digestive. Also 
a captivating sweetmeat for any time. 


1/6 and 2/10 a tin. 


Of Confectioners everywhere. 


JAMES PASCALL, LTD., 
London, S.E. 


Also try Pascall.”’ Bitter-Sweets."! Chocolates: 
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Dri-ped, The Super-Leather for Soles, 
is double-wearing, waterproof, light and 
flexible. 


The continued high price of leather em- 
phasises its economy. Its saving, both of 
uppers and of soles, greatly outweighs its 
slight extra cost. Insist on your New 
Footwear being Dri-ped Soled, for Ladies, 
Children, and Men. 


In every case, see the Purple Diamond 
Trade Mark every few inches on each sole. 
Without it the leather is a substitute. 


Sole Proprietors : 


THE TATLER 
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Drawing by Fred Pegram 


Dri-ped Leather’s Services 
de bet Ob 


“High Cost of Living” invariably the ultimate theme of any conversas 
tion; what you wear costs double its 1914 price, and even to be ill is 
to-day twice as expensive. But the wearer of Dri-ped Leather can 
always and enthusiastically demonstrate how he cuts Doctors’ Bills ; 
how, though Dri-ped Leather costs one-fifth more, it saves 40 per cent. 
by outlasting at least two ordinary soles. 

The point being incontrovertible, it can only require realisation in 
order that you become an enthusiastic wearer of Dri-ped waterproof 
and double-wearing Leather. 


In case of difficulty write to: 


DRI-PED LTD., Bolton, Lancashire. (>) 
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MOTOR NOTES AND NEWS. 


“The Auto,” 
—JHE publishers have been generous enough to send me a copy of their 
[ issue for March 25, and to my mind the outstanding feature of this 
number is the intensely interesting—as one might expect from such an 
authority—article from the pen of Mr. S. F. Edge, who, in spite of his 
manifold interests, has never lost touch with the progress of motordom, as 
will at once be seen on reading this article. I see he has chosen for his title, 
“Past, Present and Future: A Motorist’s Notebook,” which lends itself to the 
discussion of the motor world from a wide 
aspect, and will be found helpful to one 
in forming an opinion as to the present 
condition of things. 


* * * 


S. Smith and Sons (M.A.), Ltd. 
I am informed that owing to the fact 
that many of this firm’s accessories 
are now produced under ‘“‘ mass produc- 
tion” principles, it is possible in several 
instances to offer reduced prices in place 
of the greatly-increased prices now ruling. 
As they will, I feel sure, prove of interest 
to all, these are given below :— 

Smith's “ Safety First” Mechanical 
Horns.— This is one of the suitable 
instances where they have been able to 
bring the price down from 37s. 6d. to 
30s. each, due entirely to mass production. 
They can give you immediate delivery 
from stock of Smith’s Mechanical Horn 
{Motor Car or Motor Cycle Model). 

Radamax Plug Tester—This is a 
scientific instrument for the testing of 
plugs, which cannot but fail to show you 
accurately whether your plugs are sparking 
properly or not. They maintain that this 
can be sold to practically every motorist who comes into your garage, and it 
certainly should be carried by all drivers. 

“Euk” Easy Starter.—This should be fitted to all cars where a self-starter 
is in use, as a pump or two from this in the early morning will enable the starter 
to start the car immediately instead of running down the battery. 

K.L.G. Sparking Plugs and M.L. Magnetos are lines well-known 
to you. 


LANDING FIAT LORRIES AT THE PORT OF ALGIERS, 
NORTHERN AFRICA 


Storey Cars. 
W. e are to see what to many will seem a new make of car during this month, 
and this is the Storey, which dates its birth back some years previous to 
the war, but before offering this to the public the makers were determined that 
there should be no doubt whatever in its being able to hold its own with any 
of the cars usually described as exclusive. The makers, Messrs. Storey and 
Co. of the Kingsway, are to be congratulated on the result of their labours, 
as the 1920 Storey leaves nothing to be desired in the matter of design, 
construction, finish, equipment, ,and 
comfort; and it is an achievement for 
organisation of manufacture (I dislike the 
term ‘‘mass production”) that it is 
possible to produce these in any quantity 
when one remembers the manifold diffi- 
culties car makers have had to overcome 
since the signing of the Armistice. The 
following specification of the 1920 Storey 
20-h.p. model chassis will be found of 
interest. Frame.—Five-inch channel sec- 
tion pressed steel slightly inswept at the 
front; wheel base, 9 ft. 10 in.; track, 
4 ft. 64 in.; overall length, 13 ft. 6 in. 
Motor.—Gear-box, three speed and re- 
verse; cylinders, hard grey iron-monobloc, 
bore 85, stroke 132 ; valves, nickel steel 
of large dimension ; connecting-rod bear- 
ings, best quality white-metal, lined; 
crankshaft bearing, best quality white- 
metal, lined; camshaft bearing, best 
quality phosphor bronze; oiling system, 
pressure pump circulation through hollow 
crankshaft to all bearings; carburetter, 
Zenith, horizontal autovac feed system; 
ignition, high tension magneto; clutch, 
cone type lined with indestructible ferodo ; 
transmission, cardan shaft with only one 
unwearable universal joint; cooling, thermo-syphon; front axle, made from 
solid bar, all wearing parts of steering case-hardened steel, with phosphor-bronze 
bushes ; rear axle, semi-floating overhead worm drive, ball bearings throughout; 
brakes, internal expanding, both foot and side applied on road wheels ; wheels, 
Rudge-Whitworth ; tyres, Michelin, 815 by 105; steering, worm and wheel 
irreversible with worm wheel; springs, rear cantilever of special design front, 
semi-elliptic. I hope to find room for a photograph of this car in a later issue. 


EE Oe SENET ON a BD ence Oe 
[DSN aE SEI Ey RAS 

¢ wy 
Wd Craven Tales by Bob Blender, Jnr. ies 
ca Sas Sy 
bys! ~ Ka 
y) ¢ 


A ng 
ah 3 
: 
ia Bg 

1G 


Mr. Pecksniff 
meets my father. 


Rie; Seth This day I meet Mr. 
Pecksniff, looking, for a sréat 
marvel, very cheerful, and, as 
usual, full of words. 

“Ah, Mr. Blender,” says he. “ Don’t imagine 
that I mean to court or flatter you, for nothing is further.from 
my intention, But, sir, | have a duty to discharge, from which 
I shall not shrink—the duty of telling you how very excellently you blend 
tobacco. | owe that much to you, and to Craven Mixture.’’ BB. 


Packed in air-tight tins. 
Cartridges obtainable in all packings. 
2 ozs. 2/5. 4 ozs. 4/10. 

Of all high-class tobacconists. 
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The Call of Spring. 


The call of spring dispels the 
gloom of winter and holds out 
a happy prospect of summer to 
come. If you wish to derive 
the fullest benefit from this 
most important season of the 
year, look to your health—and 
look to the food you eat daily. 


Price 94d. Of all Grocers. 


ST. IVEL, LTD., YEOVIL, SOMERSET. 


